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TRANSLATOR'* 

PREFACE. 



jPfi^ writers have experienced a fate so singular 
as the amiable author, whose works are comprised in 
these volumes. Treated with neglect by the nation in 
whose language h^ wrote, it was reserved for foreign- 
ers to appreciate his merit, and to crown him mth 
that reputation which his distinguished talents de^ 
served. It was in the French capital, the seat qf re- 
finement, gaiety and vice, that the amiable simplicity 
of this poet of nature wa^ first felt and admired. 

Scarcely any production qf the last century has 
been so generally popular as the Death of Abel, by 
whichGessner is more particularly knotvn in this coun- 
try. Of this performance txvo English versions appeared 
about the same time, one in verse and the other iu 
prose. The former I never was so fortunate as to 
meet xjuith, and am inclined to suppose that it has 
sunk into merited obliviaii : the latter, executed by 
Mrs, CoUyer, was very ill calculated to give the rea- 
der an idea of the manner qf the author. Its unna- 
tural contortions and inversions , the motley mixture 
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IT PREFACE. 

of affected elegance, vulgarity and common-place to 
be found in almost every page, together with tlie li- 
berty so frequently taken by the translator of adding 
to, or retrenching from the original at pleasure, 
have, in my opinion, done no small injury to Gess- 
ner^s fame in this country, and contributed to sink 
him to a mu>ch lower place in the public estimation 
than that which he ought to hold. To this cause it 
was probably owing, that, though other portions of 
his works gradually appeared in an English dresSy 
yet till within Jthese three years no complete transhr 
Hon of them was published. 

The productions qfGessner*s muse form the second 
Unk in the grand chain of foreign classic writers. 
I shall not enlarge here On the amiable simplicity, 
the tenderness, sensibility, and moral purity which 
pervade every part of his pleasing performances ; / 
shall not insist on the admirable precepts inculcaied 
in some, and the social virtues exemplified in others ; 
nor shall I bring forward the character of tke^ ex- 
cellent author to give additional xjoeiglH to the princi- 
ples he studies to instil. Some notice of these sub- 
jects will be found in the succeeding memoir of his 
life, and besides, his works are before the reader, and 
win best speak for themselves. 

Instead of attempting to embellish my author, 
I have endeavored to retain, as mmh as posst^ 
hie in these volumes, the dignified simplicity by 
which Gessner is distinguished. 1 have aimed at 



PAEFACE. V 

giving a faithful, but not a servile translation ; the 
contents prefixed to each hook of the Death of Abel, 
which it is hoped will add to the general utility and 
convenience of the work, are tlte only innovation tltat 
I Iwxe permitted myself, 

Fery few of the compositions which Gessner sub- 
mitted to the public were in verse ; all these I have 
rendered in the same metre as the original. Howe* 
ver humble may be these my first attempts at-versifi' 
cation, I flatter myself they will be found to contain 
some portion of the spirit aiid manner of the author, 
which could not have been so well expressed in prose* 

The materials for tlie biography of the author are 
principally taken from the account of his l\fe pub' 
lished in 1796, by M. Hottinger, This gentleman, 
who was Gessner* s feUow-citizen and intimately ac- 
quainted with him, was not only assisted by the ver* 
bal communications of nmny of his friends, but en- 
joyed free access to all the written sources of infor* 
motion in the possession of his family. 
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SOLOMON GESSNER. 



X HOUGH we are justified in expecting in the life of the 
hero or the statesman a succession of hrilliant actions and 
extraordinary events^ yet the reverse is the case with re- 
gard to many great and distinguished characters. If the 
lives of authors in general are barren of historical details^ 
still more so is that of the poet in particular. Accustomed 
to the contemplation of the beautiful^ his soul chiefly lives 
in an ideal world, and revels amid the beauties of its own 
creation, of which he very rarely finds resemblances in com- 
mon life. Hence he shuns the busy crowd, whose foolish 
wishes and whose vain pursuits have no charms for him ; 
and with nicer discrimination chuses his occupations and 
amusements. Far from withdrawing, however, from the 
sacred obligations of duty, he fulfils them, to the best of his 
ability, but without bustle and without ostentation. He 
loves to retire from the tumult of th^ world into the narrow 
circle in which his soul finds more congenial commerce ; 
and his sweetest hours are those which are spent in the con* 
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templatioh of the beauties of nature, or are demoted to the 
rouses, to friendship, and the enjoyment of domestic fe- 
licity. 

Such a man was Solomon Gessner. His actions are con- 
tained in his immortal works, and. affi>rd few materials for 
history. The events of his life will not reward the eager- 
ness of mere curiosity ; but the philosophic observer will 
with pleasure contemplate his moral and intellectual cha- 
racter, and trace the gradual devclopement and cultivation 
which his* genius and talents received either from his own 
efforts, from accident, or exterior circumstances. 

Solomon Gessner was bom at Zurich, on the first of 
April, 1730. His father, Conrad Gessner, waj a member 
of the great council of that canton, and his mother was of 
the respectable family of Hirzel. The name of Gessner was 
Already known in the walks of literature, and many mem- 
berf of the family had been eminently distinguished for 
their talents. Conrad Geasner, who flourished in the six- 
teenth centary, and acquired the name of the German 
Fiiny, raised himself, by means of the most indefatigable 
»p{dic8tion, and in spite of indigence and every speciei 
of affliction, to the rank of one of the most celebrated lite* 
rary cfaaracten of his age.* With the name of this great 

* This author is bj BoerhaaveemphatiGaUr styled momtrttmtrnditkmsf 
a prodigy of learning. Mr. Coxe, in his Letters on Switzerland, justlj 
obKcrvest ** Those who are conversant with the works of this great scho- 
lar and naturalisti cannot repress their wonder and admiration at the 
amplitude of his knowledge in every species of erudition and the va- 
riety of his discoveries in natural history, which was hb peculiar deiighU 
Their wonder and adniiration is still farther augmented, when they con- 
sider the gross ignorance of the age, which he helped to enlighten, and 
the scanty succors \\t possessed to aid him in thus extending the bounds 
tof knowledge j that he composed his works and made those discoveries 
whkb would have done boaor lo ibe asost enlightened period under the 



IX 

man» no small portion of his talents was in later times inhe« 
cited by oae of his descendants. The hataralist, John Gess* 
ner» who died a few years since, is indeed better known 
through the friendship and esteem of a Haller, and the ad- 
miration of those who enjoyed the opportunity of becoming 
acqaainted with the extent and profundity of his knowledge 
in various branches of literature and erudition^ but particu- 
larly botany, than by the small number of his works. The 
merits of his brother, Jacob Gessner, are known to all the 
lovers of numismatic science. 

Compared with men of such distinguished talents, the 
slender progress of our author in the early period of youth, 
was not calculated to produce a very favorable opinion of 
his genius. Unfortunately, obstacles of considerable mag- 
nitude, opposed the early developement of his youthful 
mind : the care of his education when at home was confided 
to an ecclesiastic alike deficient in mental attainments and 
exterior accomplishments ; and in the public schools which 
he also attended, the instruction was confined to the rud.t« 
meats of the Greek and Latin languages, and the method, 
still following the ancient practice, had less of accuracy than 
of stiffness and pedantry. The memory was burdened 
with words and phrases, and tormented with rules whose 
meaning the teacher never took the trouble to explain, or 
whose necessity he never illustrated by the simple princi- 
ples of thinking and speaking. 

A method so defective could not be productive of much 
benefit to those whose imaginations possessed equal power 
with their understandings. As the true without the beauti- 
ful, ideas without imagery have no charms for them, they 
are never tempted to supply the deficiency in the mode of 

complicated evils of poverty, sickness snd domestic uneasiness.'' He 
svas i)orQ at Zurich in the year 13 16, and died hi 1564. 
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would grant tocceu to crown his efForti in the present in* 
stance. With this paper in his pocket he fell cheerfuUjr to 
work. Unfortiuifttely howerer^ his bill on heaven came 
back protested ; his theme swarsied with blunders, and a 
severe chastkemeat terminated the drama of which Gessner 
bad expected a very diiferent conclusion. 

His French biographer asserts that even Bodmer himself, 
who awakened the genius of so many men of talents, and 
whose company was so much sought by the youth of his 
native town, was mistaken in his opinion of Gessner. The 
father of the latter, he asserts, took his son to his celebrated 
fellow-citiaen, intreating him to try whether he could 
elicit from him a spark of dormant talent. After a short 
examination Bodmer sent back the boy to his parents, with 
the melancholy assurance, that there was no ground to hope 
he would ever learn more than to read and write aud the 
first rules of arithmetic. This anecdote may be true, but 
it does not appear to be sufSciently authenticated. Be this 
as it may, M. Hottinger, whose sources of information 
entitle him to implicit belief, dec}aTes4 that M. Simler, 
well known in the walks of literature, by his " Collection 
of documents illustrative of the ecclesiastical history of 
Switzerland,'^ raised the dejected spirits of Gessner's pa- 
rents by the most flatterbg hopes. ** This youth," said 
he, " of whom such an unjust opinion is entertained, pos- 
sesses latent talents which will infallibly be sooner or later 
unfolded, and will raise hira far above the mediocrity of his^ 
most shinuig companions."* 

* An ancient popular tradition was still at this period handed about at 
Zurich, concerning a school-boy who having long been accounted one 
of the greatest dunces, all at once excited the astonishment of his teachers 
by bis answers. They naturally enquired the cause of this sudden change, 
aodatlast, by threats and more impressive methods, they obliged the 
boy tocoofets, that toensare his advancement in the school he had made 
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It is frequently the case that children are more correctly 
appreciated by their phiy-fellows and companions than by 
their instructors. In the ordinary intercourse with his 
equals each soon finds the place td.which his talents entitle 
him. There the youth is neglected rather on account of 
his own negative importance, than from caprice in his as- 
sociates, excepting he be kept back by natural timidity, or 
by some defect mental or corporeal. He, on the contrary, 
who is the leader of the rest in their little sports, is less in- 
debted to the blind partiality of his companions, than to a 
correct estimate of their true interests ; for at this early age 
ambition, and all the low passions which so often invert the 
nutural order in civil society, have but little scope. The 
boy seeks not illusion but pleasure, and willingly yields in 
every thing to him who knows better how to procure it than 
himself. At least so much appears certain, that esteem at that 
period of life is always grounded on the possession of some 
striking qualities, though not always the most essential, and 
that a boy who is raised to a distinguished place by his 
equals cannot be destitute of talents. 

Though but little is known concerning the hours of Gess- 
ner*^i childhood passed out of the school, yet the following 
anecdote which he himself used to relate, appears to prove, 
that he then acted among his young companions the same 
part, which in maturer age he assumed, rather out of com- 
plaisance than inclination, among his friends. — A number of 



an agreement wilh ihc evil spirit to whom he had delivered the contract 
written with his blood. He was immediately removed by the ecclesias- 
tics to the catbedrali where they continued engaged in ardent and incest 
8am prayer, till at length the evil spirit dropped the paper, which des- 
cended through the air amidst the ordinary tokens of Satan's presence. 
It is not improbable that Gessaer might have heard of this circumstance 
and have been desirous of improving upon it i but at any rale be chose 
hb aafiociate with rather more circumsi^ectiou. 
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hoys wiili whom Gessner used to associate in the evening, 
once determined to provide themselves with gans« pistols, 
sticks, or such weapons as they could procare, and to march 
in a military style in the vicinity of the town. Gessner 
was chosen their commander. Confident that he should do 
honor to himself and his rank, he placed himself at the head 
of his little corps of heroes. His eyes were divided between 
the windows of the houses by which he passed and his feet, 
which he lifted as high as possible. In this manner they 
proceeded through one of the principal streets of the city, 
where several maid servants were standing near a fountain. 
Gessner, delighted at having found a theatre for the dis- 
play of his abilities, held up his head and neglected no 
expedient to give himself a truly martial air. With plea- 
sure he observed a smile of approbation in the faces of the 
female spectators ; but, as he approached it was converted 
to his no small astonishment into a burst of laughter; which, 
before he had time to discover the reason, was answered 
by a loud laugh at some distance behind him. Turning 
round, he perceived that the latter proceeded from his lit- 
tle troop which he had supposed at his heels. The rogues 
had observed that their leader was so absorbed by the 
thoughts of his military rank as to have entirely forgotten 
his troops, and for their own diversion took this method of 
reminding him of them. 

Hence it appears beyond dispute that Gessncr*s compa- 
nions entertained a much higher opinion of him than his 
teachers. Though the latter were at a loss how to act, yet 
his associates found him a useful acquisition in their sports, 
and were not ashamed to yield the first place to one who at 
school was always obliged to be contented with the last.. 
His dislike to scholastic studies, as we have already seen, 
was not the result of indolence of disposition, nor dull, im- 
penetrable stupidity. He always wished to be employed. 
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but never chose to do any thing excepting what was agreea- 
ble to his taste ; and the vivacity of his temper frequently 
carried him to a degree of wildness and extravagaiice. 

Gessner's parents perceiving all their efforts to advance 
their son at school^ unsuccessful^ resolved to try an expe- 
dient which has often been found productive of advantage 
to children who have before been despaired of. The same 
effect which attends transplanting in vegetablesj is often 
produced in the human species by the change of place and 
circumstances. New connections and objects excite new 
ideas, weaken former impressions, and thus facilitate the 
developement of talents and faculties, which were perhaps 
kept back only by an unfavorable combination of ideas. 

A divine in the country, the Rev. Mr. Vogeii, in conse- 
quence of the education he had given his son, had obtained 
great reputation for scholastic learning and abilities as a 
teacher. In his house young Gessner was placed as a 
boarder. Here the youth, relieved from the incessant per- 
secutions of ignorant instructors, the reproaches of inca- 
pacity and indolence, and the daily humiliation of seeing 
himself excelled by all his companions, enjoyed repose, 
and under milder treatment his mind was stimulated to 
adopt good resolutions. It would, however have been vain 
to think of entirely recovering the time he had lost. The 
rudiments of the languages, and the dry details of elemen- 
tary studies, were irreconcileable with the more agreeable 
occupations to which he was habituated 3 and therefore an 
intimate acquaintance with the ancients was what he could 
never be expected to attain. He, nevertheless, made suffi- 
cient progress to read some of the Roman poets in the ori- 
ginal, and the Greek writers in the literal Latin version, 
which, for particular reasons, he preferred to the best 
French and German translations. His want of erudition 
was richly supplied by his poetic instinct and by his unconi- 
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iBonly accurate and delicate coneeptieBi wbicb enabled 
him to seize each hidden beaaty better than the moet rainate 
and critical knowledge of langaages eould have done. 

His intercourse with the son of his instructor was of great 
advantage to him in another respect. M. Vogeli was not 
only a passionate admirer of ancient literature, but a lovev 
of the belles Uttres in general, and eagerly perused the best 
German authors, particularly the poets. Through him 
, Gessner became acquainted with the works of Brockes, 
which kindled in the soul of the youth a spark that was 
soon fanned into a flame. He devoured the book with an 
avidity equalled only by the satisfaction with which, in ma- 
turer years, he described the happiness imparted by this first 
friend of his poetical career. Even after he had read all 
the best poets, as well ancient as modem, after he had him- 
self produced inimitable models, the works of the neglected 
Brookes still remained dear to him, and he returned from 
time to time to their perusal witb pleasure. It cannot be 
doubted that he was first led by that correct painter of na- 
ture to the observation of minute beauties, to the correc1> 
ness in the details which gives to ail his pictures the charac- 
ter of truth and the charms of novelty. Bat he only profit- 
ed by his lessons in the same manner as the artist possessing 
the greatest genius may learn of a master for inferior in ta- 
lents. His accurate judgment and refined taste soon taught 
him to avoid the little and labored manner, which prevails in 
the accumulated details of the poet of Hamburg ; but yet 
Brockes regained his inseparable companion from the first 
moment of his acquaintance with his works. 

The developement of his poetic talents, commenced by 
his intercourse with the muse of Broekes, was powerfully 
promoted by the relative circumstances of his situation. 
Berg, the place where he resided, is situated in one of the 
most agreeaUe parts of the eenton of Zurich. Here Ntitnrii 
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Enfolded to the eyes of the delighted youth, those charm^ 
which are concealed in cities, oV which are at least rarely 
observed by their dissipated inhabitants. Here his senses 
drank copious draughts of that pleasure, which the enjoy- 
ment of a pure air, the serene sky, the flowery mead, the 
murmuring stream, the verdure of the fields and the dark 
shades of the forest impart to every virtuous mind. Here 
his heart, susceptible of every soft impression, conceived the 
first ideas of that imaginary world,^hich he soon afterwards 
peopled with the amiable offspring of bis magic fancy. His 
favorite retreat was a delightful spot in a wood at some 
distance from his dwelling. Thither he often repaired with 
his friend Brookes, the free perusal of whose works was not 
yet allowed him, to taste stolen pleasures, which for that 
very reason were the sweeter. There, amid the melodious 
•trains of the feathered songsters, and the sweet murmur 
of the neighboring stream, he enjoyed the truth and beauty 
of those pictuges whose charms were heightened by his 
lively fancy, and for which the scenes before him might 
have furnished the originals. 

- Hitherto Gessner had been carried away by the impe- 
tuous vivaci^ of youth ; his senses and imagination, lost in 
the unsteady round of evanescent impressions, hud been oc« 
cupied only with the transient enjoyment of the passing mo- 
ment ; bat now the soft emotions of tenderness and sg^mpa- 
thy were awakened in his soul, and with them his mind ac- 
quired greater firmness and hi& character more stability. 
The daughter of his instructor, a girl possessing an excel- 
lent heart, and nearly of the same age as himself, was his 
daily companion. The sweetness of her disposition, and 
^tbe blooming charms of her youthful person, soon began to 
acquire an ascendency over the heart of the susceptible 
youth, and brought to maturity that most pleasing of all 
human passions^ wliich wakeps all the dormant faculties of 

b 



XVIU 

Ihe 8<ral^ softens the mannen, ennobles the sentiroentr 8n4 
diffuses around inexpressible charms oTer the whole crea* 
lion. 

Such a situation might have inspired any youth with 
poetic ferYor; how then, could Gessner's mind resist the 
torrent of sentiments and images that rushed upon his soul ? 
A mind like his could not retain the impressions it had 
received without combining them to form new objects; a 
heart like his was obliged to communicate its sensations, 
were it only to the trees and the inanimate objects by which 
he was surrounded. Berg appears, in fact, to have beea 
the cradle of his muse. A considerable number of poetical 
essays, which, to judge not only by the character of the 
writing and the orthograplucal errors, but likewise by the 
subject and manner, must belong to his first attempts, un- 
doubtedly belong^to this period of bis life. His genius scarce- 
ly awakened, and as yet uncertain of its powers, appeara 
to have exercised itself in various kinds of composition^ and 
by turns to have attempted rhyme and blank verse, probe 
intermixed with poetry, fables, tales, satires and anacreontic 
odes. In some, though but few of these pieces^ may be per- 
ceived traces of the manner of Brookes in the minute detaila 
and the profusion of descriptive epithets. Others seem to 
breathe the more manly tone of Hagedorn's compositions, 
and others for tenderness and spirit may sustain a compa- 
llson with the best productions of Gleim. There is pot one 
of these essays of his youth, and partly of his infancy ,which 
is totally unworthy of his subsequent excellence, and many 
of tbfem afford evident demonstrations of his future talents. 
Notwithstanding all the grammatical errors, the faulty 
rhy mes,and the bad choice of expressions, they are not desti- ^ 
tute either of correct judgment or refined taste. Charming 
fictions and images, which enchant no less by their nuvelty 
than by their beauty, not rarely embellish them. Through* 
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oot all reigns that Ertless siniplicity« wfaicb> het from all 
preteusioDs and the vain desire to pleue, disdains all bor* 
rowed splendor and is Ihe almost inseparable characteristic 
of troe genius. In a word, we discover in them the dawn 
of talents, which require nothing bat practice in the mecha^ 
nical part of the art in order to produce master-pieces. 

After a residence of about two years at Berg, Gessner re« 
tamed to his family. With a mind unconcerned about the 
future, for Which he had formed no plans, and devoted en^ 
tirely to the cultivation of his poetic talents, he probably 
relinquished entirely to his parents the disposal of his future 
life, provided only the profession for which they destined 
him, was not too adverse to liis favorite pursuit. - Fot this 
purpose, the circumstances of his family were extremely 
favorable. His father was a printer and bookseller, and it 
could not escape the observation of the son that in a business 
in which Richardsou had composed his voluminous works^ 
a poet might likewise enjoy something of life. He proba^ 
biy reflected that tlie continuation, of a business already 
established would allow him much more lebure to follow 
bis literary pursuits, than any new line of life which would 
require more rigid application. He also thought more 
perhaps of the books that he should read and write, than of 
those which he should sell. It is at least certain that he 
never disturbed the happiness of his life by any very seri- 
ous reflections on the future. 

If Gessner's residence in the country had been favorabla 
to the developement of his genius, his situatioin on his return 
to Zurich contributed not less to give it the last degree of 
perfection. He sought the society of men at that time most 
distinguished lor their talents, and was a frequent visitor at 
the house of Mr. Rahn, which was the rendezvous of the 
first geniuses of Zurich. There Gessner formed an acquaint- 
ance with several young men, which Was afterwards ni»* 
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tnied into latimite friendih!p ; in (liii anmber were Sleiii' 
btiicbel, Tobler, \nA Scbuhhen Ibe tnuslator of the Gieeli 

philosophera. 

' Fiom the daily intercourse «ilh ineh roea, Genner coald 
not fail in a ihorttime to derive great advaotage. In learn- 
ing, mint of them vere hia luperion, and all hid ■ more 
intimate aeqaaiataiice with ths beat writers of France, Eag* 
land and Oerniany. In their company Bu knowledge of 
booki wu enlarged, hia mode of thinking on Tarioua lub- 
jects wai corrected, hia conruaed notions were converted 
into clear irleu, and his principles acquired greater firm- 
ness and precisian. Two books ofpoems, preserved sepm- 
rate fram those alreadj mentioned, mast evidently be >»- 
ugned to this period of hia tile. This tbrifis the te^ond 
epoch of bis poetry, which most be fixed between bis 
eighteenth and twenty-first year. All these pieces, eieept- 
iog two, are love-aonneta, in the same measure as those ot 
Anacreon ; and some of them ate diadngaished by the pleu> 
ing gaiety, the delicacy of sentiment, and the native sim- 
plicity of &e Greek poet. Traces of imitation may here 
and there be discovered both in the gennat plan and in 
distinct ideas. Though, upon the whole, they manifest tt 
more firm and manly style and more mature powers, thej 
yet contain many iiiaccaiacies and many harahneues in the 
rerufication, which appear almost incredible ; and Ihe or- 
thographical errors are still frequent and striking. Out of 
all tbese |Neees be has Introduced bat one into the collec- 
tion of his works. 

We have already seen how Gessner contrived to amiue 
himself during the tedious bouts of school. To Ihe passion 
for modelling in wax succeeded that for drawing. This 
was originally, and for a long time continued to be, nothing 
more than a love of imitation, and he followed the pursuit 
Sierelj> on UGOunt of the gratification be derived from the 
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eiercise and the improvement of his talents. He never en- 
tertained an idea of becoming an artist, or dreamt of the 
possibility of abridging the road to perfection by means of 
rules or the instructions of others. He therefore proceeded 
without plan or choice, and drew what came into his head, 
sometimes objects from nature, sometimes the inventions of 
his genius, and sometimes imitations of works of art accord* 
ing as his humor or chance directed. A circumstance which 
occurred in the year 1749, induced him even then to con- 
vert this amusement into a serious occupation, and to de- 
vote his attention to the study of the art. 

In that year he made a journey to Berlin, where his fa- 
ther had placed him in the house of an eminent bookseller, 
for the purpose of introducing him to his future profession. 
His master undertook his instruction with a degree of accu- 
racy rather too minute, and thought proper to make him 
pass regularly through all the gradations of his business. 
He was accordingly employed in packing parcels, and was 
charged with the performance of every thing that by right 
belongs to the duty of a shop-boy. Gessner, who for some 
time past had been no stranger to his abilities, found these 
occupations by no means suited to his taste. On the other 
hand, the brilliant scenes and the inviting pleasures of the 
capital were powerful allurements to dissipation ; and the 
frequent intercourse with some of his young countrymen 
who had repaired to Berlin, not to engage in business, but 
to see the world, rendered his situation completely insup- 
portable. After a little consideration, he adopted his re- 
solution; and quitting his employer, took an apartment 
in order to resign himself without interruption to his 
passion for the fine arts and the pleasures of society. 

This hasty step excited the displeasure of his parents ; 
they probably regarded it as a determined efibrt to disen- 
gage himself from the dbagreeable burden of business^ to 

b3 



xxu 

tlifow off all BubjeetMiDj and to give hiimelf ap to the unre 
fltrained enjoyment of all the pleasures afforded by the 
place where he resided. As the best expedient to recal him 
to order, they resolved to make him feel his dependence ; 
his bills were not honored, and Gessner found himself em- 
barrassed. He possessed, it is true, a sure method of ex* 
tricating himself, and it was presumed that he would em- 
ploy it : but neither inclination nor his high sense of honor, 
would allow him to have recourse to its aid. He now re- 
flected how he could relieve himself without the assistance 
of others, and without degrading submissions ; and when he 
imagined that he had discovered an expedient, he shut him- 
self up in his apartment. His friends neither saw nor heard 
any thing of him, and his gay countrymen expected him in 
▼ain* They sought him at his lodgings and always found 
the door locked. They watched for him in coffee-houses 
and in the public promenades, but with no better success, 
aad no one knew what had become of him. At length, 
after a sedosion of some weeks, he went to Hempel, the 
painter to the king, whose friendship he had before ob- 
tained, and requested that he would accompany him to his 
apartment i all the walls were hung with newly-painted 
landscapes. He then conjured Hempel by his friendship^ 
and the faithof an honest man to say, if, after these speci- 
mens he considered him capable of attaining such a degree 
of proficienev in the art, as would not only procure hira sub- 
sistence but likewise esteem and reputation. Hempel long 
surveyed the pictures in silent attention. His earnest looks 
and the shaking of his head seemed to denote a surprise, 
the explaaation of which Gressner awaited in anxious sus- 
pense. At length the artist enquired from what originals 
he had copied. Gessner assured him that the subjects were 
all of his own invention, at the same time complaining that 
the pictures would not dry. It proved^ on enquiry, that he 
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had mixed hi$ coloats with olive-oil instead of lin8eed<-oil« 
Hempel, barsting into a loud langli, said : " Well, I see 
you hare not long studied the art. But a beginner, who is 
ignorant of the rudiments and composes such pieces, what 
may he not be expected to produce in ten years time !" 

Gessner was now firmly resolved, in case his parents in- 
M&ted on his return to his former occupation as the price of 
tiieir support, to devote himself to the study of the art, and 
with that view to make a journey to Holland. He how- 
ever had no-occasion either to recur to that measure or to 
repent the step he had taken. His parents were soon re- 
conciled to him, and gave him permission to remain at Ber- 
lin vrith the liberty to follow his own inclinations. He en- 
joyed the pleasures of life and the amusements of the great 
world, with all the ardor of youth and the consciousness of 
independence, but with more prudence than is usually ma- 
nifested at his age, and never without having some noble 
object in view. His gay companions did not exclusively 
possess him, and he was as often found in places where he 
could obtain instruction as in those which he frequented for 
amusement. He wta much in the company of literary men 
and artists, especially of Krause, Hempel, Ramler and 
Sttlaer. 

With Ramler he was particularly intimate. They often 
met, and Gessner enjoyed frequent opportunities of admir^ 
mg the correct ear, the refined sensibility and the celebrated 
talent of declamation possessed by that elegant poet and rigid- 
ly severe critic. For a long time his timidity prevented him 
from submitting any of his essays to Kamler's inspection. He 
discovered in them talents highly worthy of encourage- 
ment; but his ear, which no beauties of composition could 
deceive, listened with suspicious vigilance to every syllable 
and to every fleeting sound. He not only remarked some 
harshness of expression or inharmonious measure^ but there 
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were whole veraes which he would not allow to be poetry. 
How great was the disappointment of Gessner ! he had 
imagined that the file would be sufficient to remove every 
asperity^ and was frequently sent back to the anvil. In the 
contemplation of the very great obstacles which a Swiss has 
to encounter from the difference between his dialect and 
the pure German standard^ he despaired of ever being able 
to comply with such rigid rules. Bamler perceiv^. his 
embarrassment^ and advised him to resolve his verses into 
harmonious prose. This circumstance, related by Ramler 
himself, affords a satisfactory explanation of the reason why 
Gessner voluntarily resigned an advantage, with which no 
poet before him imagined that he could dispense. As he 
was conscious that this defect was owing not to his ear but 
to the vicious dialect of his country, he jastly concluded 
that the rhythm of measured prose would be equally pleas- 
ing to the reader ; while, on the contrary, a single bad 
verse is a greater disgrace to a poem the more faultless it is 
in other respects. It is for this reason that he has composed 
very few pieces in verse, and even some of these, possibly 
for the sake of uniformity, he has printed as prose ; as for 
instance his Dedicatiou to Daphne, which precedes the Idyls, 
and the pretty song : When I see the shepherd, &c. in 
Daphnis. Bamler afterwards put into verse several of his 
poems, and they were published in two small volumes. It 
is doubtful whether this compliment or his advice rendered 
the greatest service to Gessner. 

From Berlin Gessner went to Hamburg. He had pro* 
cured a letter of recommendation to Hagedorn ; but be/pre 
he presented it, he wished to become acquainted with the 
father of German poetry, without such an introduction, and 
if possible to merit his regard on his own account. He 
therefore repaired to a coffee-house which Hagedorn fre- 
quented, and watched for an opportunity of entering into 
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couversation with him* It was not long before he found 
one, and bis» success exceeded his most sanguine expecta- 
tion. He had read with rapture the works of that charm* 
ing poet> and found his society not less agreeable than his 
writings. Hagedorn was equally delighted with the com- 
pany of the young stranger. The second and third day 
they again met; both appeared, though silently, to have 
made the appointment. At length Hagedorn was desirous 
of knowing the name of the stranger, for whom he had al- 
ready conceived such friendship. It was not till then that 
Gessner delivered the letter of lecommendation, assur- 
ing him at the same time, that not the gratification of 
idle curiosity, but to endeavor to gain his esteem and 
friendship, was the motive of his visit to Hamburg. 
After what had passed, it may easily be imagined how this 
declaration was received. Hagedorn was seldom to be 
seen afterwards without his Swiss friend, and often took 
him to Harvstehude, in whose delightful shades they en* 
joyed each other's society. Gessner never recollected this 
period of his life but with delight, and he never heard the 
name of Hagedorn but bis eye sparkled and his whole soul 
animated his expressive features. 

At length Gessner returned to Zurich ; he had in his trav 
vels corrected and fixed his taste, and had acquired that 
polish, without which no work of genius can please the re- 
fined reader, or insure immortality. This period was the 
golden age of poetry in Germany. Klopstock, Ramler, 
Kleist, Gleim, Uz, Lessing and Wieland appeared within 
the circle of a few years. At Zurich the poetic fervor was 
stronger than in any other place. Breitinger, and more 
particularly Bodmer, was adored by many of his young 
fellow-citizens as the god of taste. Many whose genius had 
been awakened by those two celebrated men, distinguished 
themselves in the study of philosophy, the languages and 
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l^o^ry. The taste for the latter was soon communicated l« 
the fair sex; many females of talents and education 
read the best German poets« not merely for amusement but 
fo form their taste ; and the arrival of Klopstock and his 
residence at Zurich raised this enthusiasm to the highest de^ 
gree. Such was the disposition of mind in which Gessner 
on his return found his literary fellow-citiaens. Scarcely 
bad Klopstock quitted Zurich, when Wieland supplied his 
place and maintained the poetic fervor. Gessner derived 
every possible advantage from this state of things without 
taking the least share in the extravagances of other vota** 
ries of the muse. His great and enlightened understand- 
ing» and his quick perception of every thing ridiculous, pre* 
served him from this mania ; and the circle of his daily 
companions was free from every species of fanaticism. 
Nafe, Steinbriichel, Hirzel, Ulrich, Vbgeli> Schulthess and 
many others of his associates and friends had enlightened 
their understandings and formed their tastes by the study 
of the philosophy of Wolf and Baumgarten. In their cheer* 
fnl society the shafts of their severest ridicule were directed 
against every extravagance of the imagination ; and there 
was no error of the understanding but what experienced the 
keenness of their satire. 

The first essay which Gessner gave to the world was the 
Seng of a SwUs to hU Mistress on her appearing in Amutr. 
This piece is comprehended in the little collection of poems 
which have been mentioned as forming the second epoch 
of his poetry. It was first inserted by him in a periodical 
work entitled, Crito, which was published in the year 1751, 
at Zurich, by some of Bodmer*s friends and pupils, and ta 
which Bodmer himself sometimes contributed. A letter 
prefixed to it introduces this piece as a translation, .the ori- 
ginal of which had been found in a miscellaneous coUec- 
tion of aacient stories and songs. This disguue was pro- 
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bably assumed by the author that he might listen vndisco* 
Tered to the opinions of the critics and poets, whether 
favorable or otherwise i but there is every reason to sop- 
pose that little notice was taken of it> either by the one or 
the other. 

His second essay> which followed after an interval of 
aboat a year, scarcely attracted any more attention than 
the first. It ivas the piece entitled Night, which he pub* 
lished separately, in 1753, without his name. Thongh he 
himself attached so little value to this performance, that in 
a letter to the French translator of his works, he calls it^ 
" a caricatnre composed in an hour of folly or intoxication," 
it is nevertheless a specimen which justly excited the high* 
est expectations. The folly in which it was composed was 
no other than that on which Plato in his Ph»drus has given 
a panegyric ; and to this intoxication the god of poetry un« 
deuiably contributes. The successful painter of nature ap« 
pears throughout this performance, which displays that 
novelty of imagery, that freshness of coloring, tho^e soft and 
delicate touches which embellish the objects without daz- 
ding the eye. His prose appears perfectly formed ; its so* 
fiorotts periods and harmonious cadence are not less pleas- 
ing to the ear, than the delightful melody of the most en- 
chanting poetry. That this essay, in the form in which it 
first appeared, had some defects which the author's maturer 
judgment and more polished taste corrected at a later pe- 
riod, cannot be denied. The addition of the ingenious fic- 
tion of the origin of the glow-worm, one of the most beau- 
tiful passages in the piece, was one of the improvements 
which he made in it subsequent to its first publication. In 
Germany, this attempt neither made a deeper impression 
nor experienced a better fate, than many' other fugitive 
pieces which vanish as soon as they appear. At Zorich it 
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acqaired the author the vague and often equivocal charac- 
ter of a beleiprit. 
Accident furnished him with the occasion of composing a 
, mor^ extensile poem. In his father's library he had found 
Amiot's translation of Longus^ which suggested to him the 
idea of his Daphnis. Those who are conversant with the 
Greek writer, will perceive that Gessner has borrowed no- 
thing farther from it than merely the idea of a pastoral epic 
poem. At the time when he was engaged in the compo- 
sition of this piece, he passed much of his tinie in the com- 
pany of Hirzel, the celebrated author of the Philosophic 
Peasant, and other works. Their mutual passion for the 
belles lettres had united them in the closest bonds of inti- 
macy ; they frequently spent whole days together, unmind- 
ful of the regular hours of meals, or taking some slight re- 
freshment in their room, that they might pursue without in- 
terruption the favorite object of their discourse ; and while 
thus engaged the hour of midnight frequently stole nnper- 
ceived upon them. Gessner had submitted to the judgment 
of his friend, the greatest part of Daphnis, when Hirzel 
advised him to give a higher coloring to his characters, to 
put them more frequently in action, and to intersperse more 
moral throughout the whole piece. At the last expression 
Gessner shook his head, and began to laugh. " What," 
said he, " I turn moralist ? Indeed that character would 
suit me admirably \" He however resolved to comply 
with his friend's advice ; and to this we are indebted for the 
two episodes of Lamon and the virtuous Aristus of Croto- 
na, both of which are considerable embellishments to the 
poem. How much he profited in his other works by the 
observations of his friend, is evident : the moral purity, and 
the ardent love of virtue which pervade his poems, are 
charms by which his muse is eminently distinguished. 
When the poem was ready for publication, considerablo 
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difficulties still remained to be surmounted on the part of 
the censorship. All such love-stories were considered to 
be but little conducive to edification^ and the employment 
of heathen deities by a christian poet gave great offence; 
An ecclesiastical censor protested against the motto : 

Me Juvat in grcmio docta legisse pueUa, &c. 

as indecent. However strange this may at present appear^ 
yet those will not be surprized at it who are acquainted with 
the powerful prejudices and the spirit of those times : such 
will only wonder that a phenomenon^ so singular as Daph- 
nis then was at Zurich, should hot have been absolutely 
prohibited. At length permission was given for its publi- 
cation provided the motto should be suppressed, and nei- 
ther the author nor the place where it was printed should 
be named ; these conditions were strictly fulfilled in the 
first edition, which appeared in the year 1754. 

This poem completely established Gessner*s character, as 
a man of genius among his fellow-citizens. Daphnis and 
the Sympathies of Wieland were seen by turns on the toi- 
lettes of all the ladies ; and the author was universally cal- 
led the geiHk Gessner. 

• In the year IT.^G, he published Inkle and Yarico in the 
form of a pamphlet ; but this poem he never introduced 
into any collection of his works prepared by himself. The 
first time it appeared among them was in the small edition, 
published in 1789, soon after his death. 

His Idyls, which likewise appeared in 17.56, attracted 
considerable notice, both in Germany and Switzerland. As 
the idea of Daphnis was suggested by Longus, so the per- 
usal of Theocritus inspired the design of the Idyls. But iu 
these, as in the former work, he is indebted to his predeces- 
sor only for the general idea of that species of poetry -, 



XXXI 

t>f their tentinentt is, as it were instinctiTe, aod the reeti> 
fade of their paasioni is perfectly conformable with botbi 
His pastoral world is placed in a favored climate, glowing 
with more brilliant colors, illnmined by a more resplendent 
son, and a moon of parer siUer^ and whose inhabitants art 
worthy of their blissfal abode. Their love is pare as sether, 
their imaginations untainted as the crystal current distilling 
from the rock. Benevolence is their employment; the 
beauties of nature, filial piety, the praise of die deity, and 
every milder virtue inspire their songs. The most licen- 
tious of his fauns is more virtooos than the shepherds of 
Theocritus. 

" All Gessner's shepherds indeed have nearly the same 
character, and that of each individual is less strongly mark- 
ed. The sentiments of one are those of all the rest, and 
we imagine that we see bat one person, only in different cir* 
cnmstsnces. This being the case, we should naturally ex- 
pect that frequent repetitions and a monotonous sameness 
would be the infallible consequences : but how admirably 
has he avoided those faults ! What variety of scenes, what 
diversity of situations ; and with how many shades, of vir* 
toe, of love, of pity and of tenderness has he not embel- 
Jislied these pictures ! How sweetly the iofant lisps the 
same sentiment which the youth expresses with greater ar- 
dor, and the old man with a pleasure more calm and more 
mild ! How inexhaustible is hii fund of images, how vari- 
ous his points of view, how different his turns, and what an 
impression of novelty on each recurring thought ! 

" Those who are acquainted with Gessner as a painter, 
and have considered his best pictures with attention, must 
have made the same observation with respect to them. He 
is*never more happy than when he paints from imagination. 
<jroves, temples, edifices in the noblest style, ruined monu- 
ments, craggy rocks, cascades, bathing nymphs and little 
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HicHigfa bis modest muse has professed to copy from the 
Greek model. It is impossible not to perceive that he hns 
not sought, like Virgil, to soften the rudeness offensive to 
modem manners which prevails in the pastorals of Theo- 
critus, by a fastidious delicacy, or elegance without genius : 
nor does he, like some Trench poets, blend with the sim- 
plicity of pastoral life, a courtly refinement and gallantry, 
which produce the most striking and repulsive contrast ; but 
he has opened for himself a path entirely new. 
, With the criticism of the celebrated Blair on these Idyls 
every reader is acquainted. Their character is very ably 
described by M. Hottinger in the Memoirs of the Electoral 
Society of Manheim ; and as Gessner's fame is principally 
grounded on ibis species of composition, the reader will not 
be displeased to find those observations introduced here. 
. " Gessner has created a pastoral world for himself, and 
has peopled it with tbe most amiable and happy beings of the 
golden age. They are tbe offspring of his fancy, who re- 
ect the noble sentiments of his own virtuous soul, and are> 
in fact, rather ideal characters than men. We can scarcely 
venture to address his shepherds as our fellow-creatures, 
and the kisses of his shepherdesses seem too pure for our 
lips. The swains of Theocritus have more of passion, 
and their affections are more sensual ; their innocence is 
the simplicity of the children of nature, in the infancy of 
mankind, when they were corrupted neither by the progress, 
of civilization nor the manners of polished life. Arch with- 
out vice, and sly without cunning, they always interest us ; 
nor do they lose our hearts even when they offend against 
tbe moral principles of modem tiroes. Gessner's shepherds 
are of a species superior to human beings ; they possess all 
the simplicity of the primitive ages combined with all the 
delicacy of sentiment of civilized life. The excellent qua- 
lities of their hearts are.innate, not acquired i the delicacy 
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tatyrs joining with shepherd-bojrs in the sprightly dance 
compose the subjects of his finest pictures. All have the 
same character^ and yet very different points of view ; all 
breathe the same spirit^ and yet one is not copied from ano- 
ther. 

" There is no poet of the sentimental class, who without 
affectation so easily draws from our eye the sympathetic 
tear ; none who with such softness and delicacy combines 
so much firmness and manly wisdom. The sweetness of his 
poesy resembles the careless ornaments of the shepherdess, 
and his simplicity is like her blush after the first kiss. 

" Theocritus and Gessner are both great and both unri- 
valled in their way. To which of the two the prize shall 
be attributed must depend on the character of the judge. 
If Pan is to decide, Theocritus will obtain the lyric wreath; 
but if Apollo, he will crown Gessner with roses bathed in 
the dews of morning.*' 

This small volume contributed not a little to increase the 
celebrity of Gessner*s muse ; the public opinion soon pro- 
claimed him an amiable poet, and placed him on an equality 
with his Greek predecessor. However flattering such a 
comparison may appear, this distinction was not granted 
without a degree of coldness and reserve, which forms a 
singular contrast with the enthusiastic applause, with which 
many works of far inferior merit have been received in 
German}', both before and since. This might perhaps be in 
part owing to the geographical, political and literary rela- 
tions of the Swiss and tlie Germans, and to the criticisms of 
Bodmer, which long irritated the latter, and partly to the 
taste and character of the nation, who have a particular 
f elish for what is strong and energetic. On the contrary, a 
poet like Gessner can be enjoyed only by readers of the 
most refined taste and the nicest sensibility. 
In this respect the native country oi the poet was not an 
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exception ; the Idyls were there pronounced to he charming 
and delightfal, hut only few attached to those terms the 
idea of something great and uncommon. His personal 
character doubtless contributed in no small degree to throw 
him into the shade. His admirable simplicity, which, in 
tlie ordinary concerns of life completely concealed the 
author, the harmless good- humour of the philanthropic 
youth, the shafts of whose wit were not directed by malice 
or the ambition to shine, but only served to promote social 
pleasure, his respect for every kind of merit and his defer- 
ence for every man of profound erudition and extensive at- 
tainments — all these qualities tended at that period, and 
even much later in life, to mislead many in the opinion they 
formed of him. His amiable modesty so very rare in a poet^ 
was regarded as a silent acknowledgement of his inferior- 
ity ; an^ as they were at a loss how to reconcile with this 
opinion the splendid poetic talents he could not be denied 
to possess, they said : " He is a poet it is true, but he is fit 
for nothing else." There were even some who imagined 
that Gessner was formed with a certain instinctive, mecha- 
nical principle, for writing Idyls as the beaver for buildiog. 
Bodmer himself went so far as to say, that he was an excel- 
lent writer of pastorals, but that he was destitute of the 
talents necessary for the conception and execution of an 
epic poem. 

Notwithstanding the extraordinary modesty of the author 
of the Idyls, he felt piqued at such a derogatory opinion of 
his genius, and this was the real motive which induced hira 
to compose the Death of Abel, the preface to which contains 
some pretty plain hints at this circumstance. Though this 
poem, which was published in 1758, is not entitled to the 
first place among the productions of his muse, yet it suffi- 
ciently justifies his claim to excellence in more than one 
species of poetic composition. ^ 

c 
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In Germany this poem met with some yery terete jodgea, 
particalarly the critic whose strictures upon it are introdoc- 
ed into the Library of Belles Lettret and Liberal ArU. His 
censures are not altogether unfounded^ bat are much too 
severe. He often lays a stress on certain points which a 
candid judge will pronounce to be exaggerated ;and there is 
much of which he has taken but a partial view, and which 
he has seen in a light totally fallacious. It was less by the 
intrinsic merit of the poem than by this criticism that its 
fate was decided in Germany^ while in Franccj England^ 
and other countries^ it met with the most flattering recep- 
tion, even before they were acquainted with the Idyls, and 
not only made the author's name known, but also acquired 
him celebrity. 

In 1763 Gessner published a collection of his works in 
four volumes, the last of which contained nothing but new 
pieces excepting the Song of the Swiss and Night. These 
were the First Navigator, some new Idyls, and sonnets, and 
two dramatic pieces Evander and Erastiis. The latter was 
received with great applause, and though rather a sketch 
than a finished piece, yet it was admired no less for the 
plot, and the various affecting situations, than for the cha- 
racters, which are both well conceived and well expressed, 
especially that of honest Simon. In these respects the 
severest critics were obliged to do it justice ; but, on the con- 
trary, the most indulgent thought the action not sufficiently 
lively, and found fault with the scenes. 

A sentence much mo^e severe was passed on Evander ; 
the plan was censured as defective, the fable, the situations, 
the characters and the developement were thought too com- 
mon to produce the least effect. This criticism is indeed 
not totally unfounded ; for the subject of the drama is not 
only borrowed from Longus ; but its plan and characters are 
neither free from defects, nor new nor striking. Still 
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Eyaoder must be acknowledged an admirable performance. 
That Geasner bad some other object in view than to pro- 
dace a perfect drama, and that this object was in a high 
degree poetic cannot be doubted. It was not hy the insipid 
story of two children of noble birth who form a mutual 
attachment in the disguise of a shepherd and shepherdess ; 
it was not by the trivial develo|>ement which unites the 
lovers at the very moment when they imagined themselves 
separated for ever, nor any other paltry contrivance of a 
similar nature, that Gessner cuuld hope to charm Jiis rea- 
ders. All this is nothing more than the canvas on which he 
has laid bis colors. The object which the poet had in view 
was evidently no other than to form a striking contrast be- 
tween the pure sentiments of nature, the amiable innocence, 
the happy content and simplicity of pastoral life, and all the 
ludicrous and lamentable restraints of social institutions. It is 
to this point that everything tends; and those are the most 
beautiful scenes of the piece in which this design is most ap- 
parent. How admirably has the author there expressed th« 
pure language of nature ! how every word 'from the lips of 
innocent simplicity conveys the keenest satire ! How little 
and contemptible appears the imaginary wisdom of the 
polished attendants of a court contrasted with the ignorance 
of those children of nature ! What justness of sentiment do 
they manifest in every answer, and what inchanting simpli* 
citjr in every question ! The scenes to which these observa- 
tions more particularly apply, are those which are occupied 
by the conversation between Evander and the petit^mditre, 
the officer, the courtier and the sage, and between Alcimna 
and her attendants. These are replete with irony, which 
is never so refined as when reason speaks through the organ 
of ingenuous simplicity to raise the laughter of fools; for 
a fool is most ridiculous when he joins the laugh excited by 
satire, levelled without his knowing it^ against himself. 

c« 
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Tt is nniversally admitted that the Pint Navigator is en- 
titled to one of the roost distinguished places among the 
prodactions of Gessner*s muse. He himself always gave it 
a decided preference. Nothing, in fact, can be conceired 
more perfect : the materials are selected with great judg- 
ment and discrimination ; the plan is perfectly natural ; 
and the execution happy ; the characters are well drawn^ 
and that of Melida in particular charms by its unaf- 
fected simplicity. 

After the publication of the above-mentioned volume^ 
Gessner suffered several years to elapse in silence. His 
taste for the imitative arts had during this interval become 
his favorite passion ; it seemed to have gained the entire 
dominion over him, and to have withdrawn him for ever 
from the muse of song. At length in 1772, a second vo- 
lume oildyU, together with his Letter oh Landscape-painting 
made its appearance. Exclusive of their poetic merit, in 
which they are equal to his earlier productions, they are 
peculiarly interesting on another account. Several of 
them, as the Autumnal Morning, are descriptive of the do- 
mestic felicity of the author ; and others, like Daphnis and 
Chlee are grounded on particular circumstances of his life. 

This was the last work that Gessner published ; and hav- 
ing now accompanied him to the end of his literary career, 
it may not be amiss to take a view of the reception his wri- 
tings experienced in foreign countries, and particularly ia 
France. 

Soon after the publication of the Death of Abel, a copy 
of that work accidentally fell into the hands of M. Huber, 
a native of Germany, but who had settled at Paris. He 
was a man of extensive knowledge and correct taste ; he 
enjoyed the friendship of Rousseau, Diderot, Grimm, and 
other celebrated literary characters ; and was well qualified 
to make known in France the pleasing productions of Gea»- 
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Der's nase. The sale of his translation of the Death of 
Ahel ¥ras so rapids that at the end of a fortnight it was 
foand necessary to print a second edition^ and before the 
conclusion of the year a third. Encouraged by this suc- 
cess M. Huber neit undertook the translation of the first 
collection of Idyls; in this task he had the uncommon good 
fortune to be assisted by men of distinguished talents^ and 
among the rest by the celebrated M. Turgot and Diderot. 
The success of the work equalled the most sanguine ezpec« 
tations, and the literary journals vied with each other in their 
encomiums on the author. The Idyls were soon in every 
body's hands, but none professed a more passionate admi- 
ration of Gessner than Rousseau.* The duchess of Choi- 

* The following is a translation of the letter which Rousseau wrote on. 
tbis occasion to M. Huber : 

« SIR; 

<* I was laboring under tlie most cruel bodily afflictions at the time 
when I received your letter ; I mechanically opened the book supposing 
I should ^ut it again immediately, but I never closed it till I had read 
it tlirough, and placed it beside me for a second perusal. This is the real 
truth. I am convinced that your friend Gessner is a man after my own 
keart j from this you may judge what 1 think of his translator and friend 
through whom alone I am acquainted with him. I am in particular 
highly pleased virith you for having ventured to banish from' our language 
that silly and disgusting jargon which deprives every image of truth and 
every sentiment of life! Those who attempted to set off and embellish 
nature possets peiiber^spul nor taste, and were never acquainted with 
her bcautiesJ Six years I have now passed in my retreat a life nearly 
resemblingibatof Menalcasand Amyntas, to which lamas much at- 
tached as they, but which I cannot procure when I please ; and I assure 
you, Sir, that 1 have enjoyed more of life during these six years, than in 
all ilie preceding part of it. Yuu now make me wish for the return of 
spring that I may take new walks with your charming shepherds, that I 
may divide my solitude with them, and in their company revisit rural 
fcenes not inferior to tliose which M. Gessner and you have so ably 
described. Salute him from me, I request you j and accept my thanks 
moA salMtations* c ROUSSEAU.** 

c 3 
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ieuil> at that tioit all-powerfaU invited Gessner to fix lib 
residence at Paris, but he excused himself on account of 
the sacred ties which bound him to his native land and re- 
commended his translator to her patronage. 

Various translations soon appeared of the First Naviga- 
tor, Daphnis and Gessner's two dramatic pieces ; bat none 
of them were so fortunate as his New Idjls. These were 
translated by Henry Meister, a fellow-citizen of the author, 
since distinguished by many works of genius as an acute 
philosopher and a man of the purest taste. A residence of 
many years at Paris had not only rendered him master of 
the language, but h6 was thoroughly acquainted with its 
most subtle refinements. — Diderot eagerly seised this oppor- 
tunity to give the world a striking proof of his friendship and 
esteem for Gessner. He proposed in the most obliging 
terms, through their mutual friend, M. Meister, to publish 
with the Idyls two moral tales he had recently written. 
This proposal was as free from pride as from any interested 
motive ; for at this period Gessner wanted the recommend- 
ation of Diderot as little as Diderot wanted his. " It would 
give him the sincerest pleasure, (such were his own words) 
to appear in the same volume with Gessner." The proposal 
was received with the same sentiments as it was made, and 
the Idyls and tales accompanied each other in both lan- 
guages in 1772. 

From thiji time and even at an earlier period Gessner was 
esteemed in France as a classic author of the first rank, 
whose writings the poets of that country have translated, 
imitated and employed in various ways. They have fur- 
nished the materials for numerous dramatic pieces, many 
of which obtained very great applause. There is scarcely 
any modem poet of whose works so many editions have 
been printed in every variety of size and shape. 

From the French capital Gessner's fame soon extended 
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over the rest of Europe. In England and Tta]y he found 
the most naroeroas admirers ; but there is scarcely a civi- 
lised country in which he has not been naturalized. 

We have hitherto considered Gessner only in his poetic 
character and remarked the development of his genius : it 
now remains to treat of him as an artist. But as he has 
himself iltostrated this part of his career in his letter to 
Fii^li the painter^ little remains to be added on that sub- 
ject. 

Gessner had attamed the age of thirty before he resolved 
to devote his serious attention to the arts. Till that time 
his essays in drawing and engraving were merely an amuse- 
mentj and his study of works of art was nothing more than 
a natural predilection for every species of the beautiful ; 
he pursued it only for pleasure^ without having in view 
either profit or reputation. But in this instance, as in every 
other, some powerful motive was required to induce him to 
exert his genius aad to rouse him from that repose in which 
iiis easy disposition was so fond of indulging. This once 
accomplished, there were no obstacles however great that 
his persevering application was unable to overcome. About 
this period he became acquainted with a man who^ like 
himself, was a lover of the arts, and possessed a valuable 
collection of paintings, drawings and prints. Mr. Heideg- 
ger felt esteem for his talents, took delight in his company, 
and with pleasure inspected his essays in drawing and en- 
graving. Gessner had free access to bis house and cabinet ^ 
he soon formed an intimate friendship with his son, and it 
was not long before he conceived a strong attachment to his 
daughter. 

Mademoiselle Heidegger was a young lady endowed 
with rare accomplishments of mind and person. Without 
aspiring like many of her contemporaries to distinguished 
literary attainments, her mind ^as sufficiently cultivated to 
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prevent ber ever appearing to disadvantage in any com- 
pany ; and what she wanted in acquirements was abun- 
dantly supplied by ber refined sensibility, the vivacity of 
her understanding, and the keenness of her wit. A tall 
and graceful person, an intelligent eye, and smiling lips 
armed with the unerring shafts of satire, announced her su- 
periority to every female circle in which she appeared and 
kept the empty coxcomb at a respectful distance. Her 
character contained a rare mixture of dignified pride and 
condescending sweetness, of youthful impatience and ma- 
ture deliberation ; of exasperating severity and indulgent 
tenderness ; of masculine energy and female delicacy ; 
which rendered it difficult to decide whether she most de- 
served to be loved or admired. 

The diitcovery of such a phenomenon in his native city, 
was a circumstance for which the youthful poet was by no 
means prepared : his heart was taken by surprize. The 
collection of pictures the original cause of his visits was soon 
forgotten ; his whole attention was absorbed by an object 
in which his feelings were more deeply interested. This 
was no sooner perceived by Heidegger and his daugh- 
ter, than they confined themselves in their conduct towards 
their new friend, within the narrow limits which the most 
delicate sense of honor prescribed. The consequence was 
<an explicit declaration on the part of the lover, who felt 
that the happiness of his life depended on the possession 
of a female whom he loved to distraction : but he had to 
encounter a strenuous opposition on the part of his parents. 
Neither the family nor the personal character of Made- 
moiselle Heidegger afforded room for the slightest objection; 
but the circumstances of the parties were far from answer- 
ing the high expectations justly grounded on their respective 
merits. At length by the interference of some of his 
friends, Gessner obtained the consent of his parents, and his 
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BDioh with the object of his attachment crowned all bis 
wishes. 

He had now entered upon a new career. He had mar- 
ried as a poet ; but his understanding was too enlightened 
not to perceive, that the duties of a husband and a father 
were incompatible with the enviable ease of poetic impro- 
vidence. He seriously reflected in what manner he might 
prepare to meet the expences of a family without being bur- 
densome to his parents. For this purpose he conceived 
that his pen would not furnish an adequate resource : he 
therefore resolved to have recourse to those arts which he 
had before cultivated for amusement and to make them 
the subject of his serious study. 

Such a determination, without a lively consciousness of 
his powers and a perseverance proof against every kind of 
obstacle, would, at his age, have been more than bold. In 
his letter to Fiissli he has treated of the difficulties he met 
with,, the errors he at £rst committed, the models he stu- 
died, and the method he followed, in a manner highly in* 
structive for every young artist. 

We have already seen from the anecdote concerning 
Gessner's residence at Berlin, what exertions he was able to 
make, particularly in this line. It would however be a 
great injustice to confound hi3 application with the mechani- 
cal industry of an ordinary artist whose only object is emo* 
lument. Gessner, it is true, hoped by his talents to sup- 
port his family with credit, but he was actuated by another 
motive equally powerful — ^the desir.e ef fame. The charac- 
ter he gives in his letter of a true artist :— that he should 
glow with the warmest passion for his art; that he should 
dream of it at night, and in the morning awake with new 
enthusiasm to pursue it ; that he should not seek to take ad- 
vantage of the bad taste of his age, but paint only for the 
applause of real judges, for true fame and for posterity j— 
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may with the greatest propriety be applied to himself. 
The thoughts of his art occupied his whole soul : his sweet- 
est hours, his solitary reflections and every moment of re- 
creation were all devoted to this object. He not only con- 
templated with silent rapture the grand scenery of nature ; 
he was frequently seen by his friends in his walks to linger 
over objects which they scarcely observed. The silvery 
current of a placid brook gliding between its grassy banks, 
the decayed trunk of a tree, a fine tuft of foliage, the play 
of light and shade and a hundred similar objects attracted 
his minutest attention. 

His ever active imagination was employed even when 
circumstances seemed the most to require repose. Thus in 
a dangerous illness, when the scanty light in his apartment 
produced more striking effects of light and shade, his fingers 
were once extremely busy with the coverlid of hb bed. 
" Do you see those masses of rock V* he exclaimed to his 
wife, while he disposed the folds first one way and then 
another. — He had made considerable progress in the art ; 
his engravings had acquired him celebrity, and many of his 
paintings had commanded admiration, and he still conti- 
nued to exercise himself in designing with all the perseve- 
rance of a young beginner. The number of his studies 
would be immense if he had not purposely destroyed so 
many of them. 

With such a genius and such industry his progress could 
not but be uncommonly rapid. Nothing, in fact, but the 
inexperience of you^ qt a love of indolence can favor the 
idea, that in any department of art or science genius may 
dispense with application ; it is only by their union that true 
excellence can be attained. Whoever has an opportunity 
of comparing Gessner's first essays in engraving with his last 
attempts, and his early pictures with his master-pieces, must 
be astonished at the difference. There were, however. 
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moments in which his zeal was saspended and in which bis 
courage sank into total despondency. When his indastrj 
had in vain been exerted to the utmost) and his powers ex- 
hausted in striving to attain that perfection^ the image of 
which incessantly hovered before his soal, he was often 
rendered unjust towards himself and began to despair ; and 
at such times all the remonstrances of his wife and his 
friends produced no impression. In vain ^ey repre- 
sented that he obtained a high price for his performances, 
and that they were eagerly purchased even before theyi 
were finbhed ; he listened with coldness and mistrust to 
the applause of judges and the opinion of artists. All that 
could then be done was to leave him to himself, till he had 
vented his vexation in silent complaints and was able to re* 
come his long neglected labors, without regard to the ideal 
inodel whose perfection he found it impossible to attain. 
The confidence in his powers then returned, and his mind 
was animated with new courage. 

In his pictures, as in his poems, prevails a spirit which ii 
uniqtie and inimitable. In both he appears as the success* 
fal painter of nature and as the favorite of two muses, whose 
influence is equally obvious in all his performances. His 
pencil delineated the happy beings, whose words and ac- 
tions are the subject of hb poems, and transports us to the 
happy plains which they inhabit. An inexpressible sweet- 
ness, grace and harmony pervade the whole physical crea« 
tion and produce an impression of its unison with the moral. 
In the large edition of his works, the plates of which were 
designed and engraved by himself, Gessner has left behind 
a two-fold monument of his fame as an artbt and a poet. 

While he was thus employed in drawing, painting, en* 
graving, uid at intervals with poetic composition, his excel- 
lent wife was by no means inactive. She divided with 
him the care of educating their children ; revived the 
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•ften drooping spirits of her hasband^ excited him to renews 
cd exertions, and for many years managed, unassisted, his 
bookselling business. By her prudence, her provident 
attention, and her other amiable qualities she soon gained 
the hearts of Gcssner's parents, who afterwards heartily 
rejoiced that their opposition had not prevented an union, 
which they regarded as the most fortunate circumstance of 
their son's life. 

leaving now traced the most remarkable events of the 
life of this distinguished author and artist, having accom- 
panied the gradual development of his genius, and its pro- 
gress to maturity ; a few observations on his intellectual and 
moral character, collected from the accounts of his intimate 
friends, cannot fail to gratify the reader. 

Gessner possessed an understanding clear and extensive, 
and a judgment uncommonly correct. No distinction was 
so slight, no shade so delicate, a's to escape his acute per- 
ception. His mind was rather penetrating than compre- 
hensive, rather aspiring than lively. It was not without 
difficulty that he unfolded his ideas, and to arrange them 
with perspicuity, he was first obliged to consider them in- 
dividually. On this account, all his judgments relative to 
subjects not immediately connected with his own pursuits, 
were short, but yet invariably just, and when he attempted 
logical deduction, he was often at a stand. This produced 
a certain diffidence of the correctness of his judgment, 
which sometimes bordered on timidity. His natural saga- 
city led him to the same conclusions which ^e metaphysi* 
cian obtains by the analytical deductions of reason ; but, as 
he had overleaped the intermediate ideas, which were con- 
sequently enveloped in obscurity, it was very natural that 
he should himself sometimes doubt the accuracy of the re- 
sult. 

These causes rendered him unfit for the part of a states* 
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man or man of business. He was totally destitute of cmifi" 
dence in himself, a quality indispensibly necessary for 
those characters ; nor did he possess that facility in the 
development of complicated matters, nor that promptitude 
of decision which they ought to possess in order to be pre- 
pared for every unexpected accident. Some have consi- 
dered it as a proof of indifference to the interests of his na- 
tive luid^ and others of want of capacity, that he so seldom 
took a part in the discussions in the public councils of his 
canton : but both have done him injustice. Gessner took 
as warm an interest in the welfare of his country as any of 
his fellow-citlEens ; and when he had occasion to speak on 
any point more immediately connected with his public si- 
tuation, and had sufficient time to consider his subject^ he 
discussed it with such clearness and perspicuity, that many 
were astonished that a man who could speak so well was 
heard so seldom. The fact is, Gessner never spoke merely 
for the sake of displaying his talents. 

This perspicuity of ideas, together with the, utmost preci- 
sion in expressing them, was always at his command when- 
ever he took time to analyse the subject, and to collect and 
combine his thoughts. Though he was incapable of ex- 
pressing himself, even on matters of taste and art, with fa- 
cility and with satisfaction to himself; yet,. when he took 
up his pen, he never failed to display the utmost solidity 
and correctness of judgment. His Letter on Landscape 
Painting, his Preface to the Death of Abel, and particu- 
larly that to the Idyls, afford striking proofs of the truth of 
this assertion. 

His immortal works are the best testimonies of his re- 
fined taste, and his tender and delicate sensibility. In few 
writers of any age will be found such a high degree of »s- 
thetic and logical correctness : without the aid of any mo- 
del he formed his poetic language and the enchanting har- 
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iMony of his prose almost entirely himself. Few of his con* 
temporaries have so well supported their repntation ; almost 
all bear the stamp of the time in which they wrote^ and some 
who were then esteemed classic authors, are now become 
obsolete. The language of Gessner is still new and fresh 
as at first ; like Bacchus and Apollo he enjoys perpetual 
youth. This must doubtless be attributed to the uncommon 
delicacy of his taste } other writers only kept pace with the 
age in which they lived, but he advanced before it. What 
he approved has stood the test of time, but what he re- 
jected has long been proscribed. 

It vNBa not only in those arts in which he was one of the 
greatest masters, that he manifested this refined sensibility. 
His organs were highly susceptible of the impressions of 
every species of beauty. His ear listened, with equal vigi- 
lance, to the magic notes of music and the harmonious 
cadence of the human voice. Connoisseurs have often 
admired the truth and the accuracy with which he, who was 
unacquainted with a single note, criticised the perform- 
ances of composers and virtuosi. 

As his understanding and his taste were general, so like- 
wise was his sensibility. Tlie same man who in his poems 
delineates with such truth the smallest beauties of nature, 
and the minutest charms of virtue and innocence, possessed 
extreme susceptibility for every thing ludicrous. His sa- 
tirical humor, his comic powers, and that talent for gro* 
tesque representation, which few ever manifested in such a 
high degree, he exercised only \n his early years, and 
scarcely any where but in the narrow circle of his select 
friends. On these occasions be exhibited less with a view 
to gain applause than from the amiable desire to please ; 
and sometimes even to put an end to the urgent, and not al- 
ways must agreeable importunities with which he was as- 
sailed : for his youthful friends, who knew no higher gra^ 
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tificatlon than the exercise of his comic talents afforded, 
encouraged by his good-natttre> not only employed entrea- 
ties but had recourse to more cogent methods, so that he 
sometimes found himself in the same situation as Moliere's 
Midecin ma/gre lui. He then selected a theme, or took a 
given subject, on which he enlarged in a discourse abound* 
ing with wit and comic humor. Sometimes the entertain* 
ment consisted of a diverting story ; sometimes the repre* 
sentation of an original character in the most Indicrons 
point of view : sometimes a parody upon some highly ad- 
mired, popular speaker, distinguished for false wit, bombast 
and gross adulation; or any other fit object of satice. At 
the same time he seized the spirit and manner of his origin- 
al with such correctness, that every idea and every expres* 
sion seemed to have been snatched from the soul of the 
person he represented : and his discourse was heightened 
by a mimic action perfectly corresponding with the sub- 
ject. No man ever possessed more completely the com- 
mand over his features ; there was not a muscle or a nerve 
but what he could direct at pleasure. Whenever he chose, 
timidity, folly, or haughty superciliousness were expres- 
sed in every trait, and defied his friends to discover in 
his countenance the least trace of his heart and disposition. 
Even on these occasions he seldom acted the improvisatore. 
He withdrew for a few moments from the apartment, and 
when be entered, stroke upon stroke followed each other 
in such rapid succession, that it was long after he had fi- 
nished speaking before his auditors could recover from the 
convulsions of laughter which he had excited. 

The late duke of Wirtemberg, while hereditary prince, 
was once present at the meeting of the Helvetian Society at 
Schinznach, and accidentally entered into conversation 
with Hirzel concerning Gessner. " You are for from being 
tlioroughly acquainted with him yet ;" said Hirzel^ and began 
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to describe this particular trait in the character of his friend. 
The prince conceived the strongest desire to witness a spe- 
cimen of his comic talents^ and entreated Hirzel, if possi- 
ble, to procure him that gratification. Gessner, however, 
refused to comply with his solicitations ; conceiving that the 
part of a merry -andrew was not perfectly suited to his cha- 
racter, and that such an amusement was not exactly conso- 
nant with the purpose of their meeting. After supper, all the 
Helvetians, who were more than usually disposed to hila- 
rity, were assembled in the saloon, and their request was 
urged with still greater warmth. They pressed round the ta- 
ble at which Gessner was seated, but all theic entreaties were 
in vain. At length Count Dohna advanced into the middle 
of the hall. " Well then,'' be exclaimed, ** if no one else 
will make diversion, I will." With these words he com- 
menced an uncommonly droll, pantomimic dance. No 
sooner had Gessner cast his eye on the count, than his co- 
mic humor was suddenly excited ; he sprung from his seat 
and joined in the dance. No evasion was now of any avail ^ 
he was compelled to perform his part. He had scarcely 
begun when the hall, as Homer says, rung with unextin- 
guishable laughter. Gessner was too deeply engaged to 
take the least notice of what was passing around him. He 
awoke as from a dream, when Hirzel exclaimed : " For 
God's sake, give over ! Don't you see these people ?" One 
of the company was, in fact, extended on the floor and al- 
most suffocated. The prince, who had visited almost every 
country and every court in Europe, declared, that he had 
never witnessed a scene so truly comic. 

To learning,, in the strict sense of the word, Gessner ne- 
ver made pretension; he was satisfied with those literary 
attainments, without which scarcely any man, however 
great his genius, can be accounted a classic writer. There 
was no subject with which he was so intimately acquainted 
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&s the principles of painting and poetry. In the early part 
of hisUfv he studied Addison's Spectator and the volaminoas 
works of Bodmer and Breitinger with unremitting atten- 
tion ; and was fond of reading all the best works of criti- 
cisiD in general, that he could procure. Of the Latin poets^ 
he read some in the original and others in French ; the 
Greek poets he preferred in the Latin version, and studied 
Homer in Damm's German translation. On the other 
translators he set but little value. " These gentlemen," 
said he, ** either by design or unintentionally, overcharge 
the pictures of Homer with their own coloring, with which 
I would gladly dispense. What the Greek Homer says 
with manly simplicity, Damm faithfully repeats with the 
simplicity of a child ; but I perfectly understand him, and 
in his infantine prattle, I can discover the meaning of the 
Ionian bard much better than in the most elaborate transla- 
tions." A work of which he was particularly fond, was 
Don Quixotte ; and he generallj' read it once a year. 

The basis of Gessner's moral character was uncommon 
goodness of heart, and a cheerful, serene, and contented 
disposition, which was pleased with every situation, and 
derived from every object all the pleasure it was capable of 
affordhig. He was warmly interested in the prosperity of 
others, and rejoiced when he could contribute towards it ; 
he took delight in assisting the early efforts of genius, di- 
rected them by his advice, and supported them with his in- 
fluence. In his youth, his taste in the choice of society was 
more select; he lived almost entirely for himself and the 
muses ^ he neither sought nor loved any other company 
than that of men of learning and talents, or of females of 
refined taste and cultivated understandings. He, however, 
gradually learned to accommodate himself to the society of 
persons of every class^ and willingly circumscribed himself 
within the narrow circle of ideas of the most limited mind.. 

d 



I 



1 

He took the greatest delight in the converse with blant 
honesty, or in the sweet prattle of infantine innocence aiid 
simplicity. As soon as bis own children could ran alone, 
he was t^eir constant companion in all hislebnre hours, and 
took part in all their amusements. Even at a more ad- 
vanced period of life, he was fond of the company of good- 
humored and well-behaved children. To rock them on his 
knee, to toss them on his foot, or to contribute in uny way 
to their gratification, was to him a pleasure in which he 
could forget hb most favorite occupation. That hand, 
which guided the pencil and the pen for immortality, was 
often industriously employed in making a play-thing, to af- 
ford a momentary amusement to a sprightly boy. 

In society, Gessner was a most amiable companion, ever 
intent on enlivening the conversation by innocent wit, hu- 
mor and raillery ; full of ingenuous openness to his friends, 
and of condescending and delicate attention to those with 
whom he was less acquainted. For every good quality he 
manifested the acutest observation, but for foibles and de- 
fects he appeared to have neither an eye nor an ear. Arro- 
gant pride and shameless impudence must have proceeded 
to very great lengths, before they could weary his patience. 
His displeasure seldom manifested itself but by the extreme 
embarrassment into which he seemed to be thrown by his 
anxiety to conceal his contempt. If he ever shewed a dis- 
position to anger, it was only when rude ignorance, mistak- 
ing his almost inexhaustible good-nature and his unassumiilg 
simplicity, ventured to make him the butt of .shallow wit 
and pitiful raillery. In such cases an expressive look and 
a keen reply never failed to remove the acoffer to a re- 
spectful distance. 

It is natural to suppose that his great repot^oa attract- 
ed a crowd of visitors, who couhl not bat be very trouble- 
some to a man of his indostriou tum. Gessner never 
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courted a visitj nor did he ever refuse one. His door Was 
opened alike to the humhie pedestrian and the prince^ and 
to none more readily than to the man of merit. By one 
traveller of the latter desoriptionj be thought himself amply 
compensated for the interruption of twenty curious visitors, 
who had come hundreds of miles to deprive him of a valu- 
able hour, in which they had nothing to say, but that they 
likewise knew something of him. On this subject he never 
complained but to his most intimate friends, or to his wife. 
Sometimes indeed it happened, that he, who was no adept 
in the arts of deception, was incapable of entirely conceal- 
ing his vexation from some one, who had the misfortune to 
follow several of those unpleasant intruders. This, if the 
itranger was a man of feeling, naturally produced some 
effect on him ; but no sooner did Gessner perceive it, than 
his excellent heart was filled with regret, and he endea- 
vored, by every method in his power, to repair his fault. 
Thus one day when he was engaged particularly con amore 
on one of his pictures, he was continually interrupted by 
strangers. One, or perhaps a whole company had scarcely 
quitted him, before others were announced, and each visit 
was more insignificant and uninteresting than the preced- 
ing. At length when evening approached, he consoled 
himself with the certain prospect of being able to devote a 
few honrs undisturbed to his favorite employment, and re- 
tired to his room. He had no sooner seated himself than 
tome person knocked at the door. A hasty — " Come in !" 
and a load ejaculation of ill-humor announced his temper 
to the stranger. The door opened, and a little, meagre man 
entered ; pressed by indigence* he was endeavoring to ob- 
tain some petty, civil office. Stammering and trembling 
he began to explain his errand ; but Gessner would not 
suffer him to proceed. Moved and ashamed, as soon as he 
had learned his business, he offered him his hand, accooi- 
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punied him down stairs^ and dismissed him with conde* 
scending affability. 

It is natural to conclude^ that a person of the character 
already described, added to his other good qualities, mo- 
desty, a virtue of which true greatness is seldom deficient, 
and which never fails to accompany true wisdom. Gess- 
ner possessed it in an extraordinary degree. A person who 
did not know him might have passed weeks and months in- 
his company, without suspecting him to be an author, and 
still less one who was read and admired by every nation. 
Even after his fame was firmly established, he still listened 
with all the eager attention of a young beg'mner, inc^>abl6 
of appreciating his own merits, to the criticisms of his friends. 
Nor did he trust entirely to their words ; for when he read 
to them any of his performances, his penetrating eye fre- 
quently stole a glance at the countenances of his auditors. 
When he shewed any of his pictures, he was himself silent, 
and heard with pleasure, not only the opinions of good 
judges, but likewise the artless observations of every per- 
son who possessed any taste for the beautiful. Of his 
works he very rarely spoke, even when the fairest oppor- 
tunity presented itself; and such was his reserve in this 
point, that some of his intimate friends have declared, that 
they never once heard him mention the subject. 

While Gessner lived he was the centre, around which 
moved all the men of genius, taste and talents, and all the 
friends of sound reason at Zurich. Twice a week he had as- 
semblies at his house, which were frequented by the magis- 
trates, literati and artists. His ordinary companions were 
Wyss, Hirzel, Steinbrlicbel, Tobler,* Korrodi, Vogeli, 

• After Gessuer's death Tobler has more than once been heard to ex- 
press himself concerning his friend to the following effeci : ** Gessner," 
said he, ^ embellished the spring of my life, and amid all the pleasing 
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Nafc, Henry Fussli, Meiss, Leonhard Mcister, Biirkli and 
hisbrothcMn-law Heidegger. 

In the early part of his life he used to pass the summer 
in a bouse delightfully situated in a charming country 
near the river Limmat. In his latter years he occupied a 
simple^ but convenient mansion in the midst of the Sihlwald, 
a forest of which he was inspector. The house stood in a 
small romantic valley, traversed by the river Sihl, and 
bordered by rock^^ precipices, whose summits are crowned 
with woods of lofty pines. Tliither he was followed by 
bis friends, who enjoyed in his company golden days. 

His country loved and honored him as one of her most 
meritorious children. Though he neither courted, nor felt 
himself qualified for political honors, ^et he had scarcely 
attained the age prescribed by the laws before he was 
elected a member of the daily council. 

His life, which had glided away like a placid stream 
through a flowery valley, was gently terminated by an a> 
poplectic seizure, of which he expired on the ftd of March, 
1788. A monument, on which Nature and Poetry are re- 
presented weeping over his urn, was erected to his memory 
by some of his feilow*citizens, in a charming spot in his 
favorite walk near the confluence of the Sihl and the Lim- 
mat. 

Several admirers of his muse have expressed their grati- 
tude and respect for his memory in a similar manner. 
Among these monuments is one in the celebrated gardens 



recollections of the agreeable scenes of youth his image is alwafs present 
to my view. Often have we shortened the tedious winter evenings by 
reading the poets; and almost every time that I visited him, he wel- 
comed me with some new production of his fascinating pen. His houso 
was such an academy d the arts and sciences as kings are unable to 
create." 
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of Arlesheim and another in the Engluh park of prince 
Lewis Batthjrani in Hungary. A monument has likewise 
been erected to the wife of the poet by his Hungarian 
translator, M. yon Kaaincy, who has thus paid a handsome 
tribute to the personified muse of Gessner ; for it is well 
known that in all his works, both as a poet and a painter, 
he never failed to avail himself of the delicate taste she 
possessed. 

By his union with Mademoiselle Heidegger, Gessner 
left three children. His daughter has since bestowed her 
hand on M. Zellweger, a partner in one of the most flourish* 
ing mercantile houses in Switierlaud. His eldest sou has 
inherited his talent for the arts, and the youngest, who in 
1796 married an amiable daughter of the celebrated Wie« 
land, continues the business conducted with so much cre« 
dit by his father and grand-father; 

From all that has been said concerning the author of 
these volumes, it appears with what justice we may apply 
to him his own words, dictated, doubtless, by the presenti** 
ment of that immortality which awaited him—" Succeed- 
ing generations justly revere the nm of the poet, whom the 
Muses themselves inspired to teach the wqrid innocence 
and virtue. His fame survives when the trophies of the 
conqueror are mouldered into dust; when the splendid 
mausoleum of the inglorious monarch is scattered among 
the wild bushes of the desert, and its moss-covered ruins 
serve only to afibrd an occasional resting place to the way- 
lost wanderer." — He not only inculcated virtue by his 
precepts, but he enforced those precepts by his example ; 
and thus established a claim to the love as well as the 
admiration of posterity. The moral purity which pervades 
every part of his works must ever be considered his chief 
praise ; to youthful innocence they may be with safetj 



CDtnuted, for the; tend to ucite none but Tiitaoui emo* 
tioni in the Dpcoirapted beart ; and of their amiable anlbat 
il mj with truth bu taid that he left " no line which djting 
he might «Uh to hlot." 
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i HAVE now ventured on a Iqftier subject, to discO'* 
Tfr whether my abilities were equal to greater at- 
tempts than those in which I have hitherto employed 
them; a curiosity which every man ought to feel, 
f^^ frequently discourage a poet, who has succeeded 
lA one branch of his art, by endeavoring to confine 
him to that particular sphere, as if he had discovered 
the bent of his genius, mid had displayed the extent of 
^i' powers, though his choice was perhaps determined 
rather by exterior circumstances or by accident, 
than by any peculiar impulse. If even tJie world 
^ed no tribute of respect to the poet who attempts 
themhlinier subjects of song, yet he will derive sujli-^ 
^it internal gratification, from the composition of 
A more extensive performance. To fill up the outline 
of a grand and comprehensive plan, to explore the 
ftiost secret sprites qf actions, to delineate characters, 
^ to detail circumstances with clearness andperspi' 
cuity, affords a thousand pleasures. Ml nature is to 
him an inexhaustible magazine of all that is or all . 
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^hat can exist, from which his fancy selects every thing 
that can embellish his favorite subject : his whole soul 
is in action and talents must be developed, which would 
probably have lain dormant for ever. 

But it may be objected by some, if this practice 
were universal, we should have nothing but epic 
poems and tragedies. Those who entertain such ap- 
prehensiom mtist be irformed, that I only mean to 
assert, thai this species of composition affords the 
quthor infinitely greater and more varied pleasures, 
tlmn performances of smaller extent, and the same ob' 
aervation must, in my opinion, apply to tlie reader. 
Many, it is true, have not sufficient time and leisure 
for undertakings of magnitude ; most are withheld by 
very different occupations ; many are deterred from 
the prosecution of the hardy attempt and pay their 
court to some other Muse thai is less coy ; so thitt we 
sludl still have master-pieces in every department of 
poetry. It is not my intention to depreciate any of 
them ;for tlwugh I wish for more Homers, Ineverthe^ 
less think, that JEsop and Anacreon deserve tlie ad- 
miration of the world. 

That I Itave selected my present subject from the 
sacred writings will be a matter of wonder to some 
and of offence to otliers. The latter are principally 
people advanced in years, who are prevented by very 
differetU pursuits from turning their aitention to the 
productions of modern poetry ; who bum with honest 
zeal for the dignity of religion, and who have, from 
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their youth, entertained prejudices against poetry, 
vnth which they are acquainted only from the trifling 
performances the German muse then had to boast, and 
tvhich, with the exception of very few, were neither 
known nor esteemed. At tltat time a poet was consi^ 
dered in the light of a jester or merry^ndrew. To 
these I would beg to remark, and to these only I ad- 
dress myself—for with those who have pei^used the 
scriptural poems zvith so little sense of their beauties 
as to attach criminality to this attempt, it would be as 
ridiculous to expostulate as to carry a lantern before 
a blind man— to the former, I say, I would beg to 
remark, tliat poetry has ever followed in the train of 
religion, and been of service to its interests, because 
it (tffbrds the most suitable medium for expressing 
sentiments of virtue and devotion. Its tendency 
should be to afford refined delight to the understand- 
ing and to improve the heart; to polish the mind and 
render it susceptible to every thing that is excellent, 
even when most sportive, its wit should be chastened, 
and it should inculcate tfie abliorrence qf ccery idea 
that is profane, indelicate or obscene. 

For poetry of any other kind I entertain a sovereign 
contempt, but when it answers to the preceding des- 
cription, it is not unworthy to borrow its materials 
from religion. It selects a subject from the sacred 
writings, because their authenticity is not disputed by 
any one, who professes himself a christian, and because 
they are more interesting to him than any other his^ 
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tory. There too, the muse has an opportunity af 
shewing, in the clearest manner,, the influence qf 
genuine religion on the mind of man in every situation, 
Deducing the different characters from their history, 
it seeks, by a combination of the most probable circum- 
stances, to develope and to place them in the clearest 
and most instructive light. If the attempt, indeed, 
he made bypa'sons whose talents and judgment are 
iimdeguate to the task, it is possible that mot^e mis- 
chirfthan advantage might result from their produc- 
tions; but are not all bad expositions liable to the 
tame objection f 

It may likewise be observed, that the liberty I have 
taken is one which has hitherto been permitted by all 
nations, and which, even at the period of the Rtform- 
ation, passed without censure. At that time dramas 
taken from the bible, and whose virtuous tendency 
only could atone for their want of poetical merit, were 
allowed to be publicly performed. 

But, it may again be objected, in this manner the 
bible tuill become a mere fable. Has this, I would 
ask, been the fate of any history f Homer and Firgil 
have takefi their subjects from ancient history ; yet I 
never heard, that any one was so preposterous as to 
think of supplying the details of history from their 
performances 9 or to forget that tJiey xvere poets and 
not historians. 

There is another class qf readers, tJiat Imve too much 
refinement to be pleased with Iteroes who converse only 
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mt theavhjed qf religion, who are always serious and 
destitute of all pretetisimis to wit, ff their characters 
are correctly delineated according to tJieir manners 
and mode qf thinking, how vety different must tliey he 
from the habits and fashions qf the present times ! 
f^hat simplicity of language and manners f They must 
appear just as ridiculous to the fashionable world as 
Homer* s heroes appeared to many of the French, he* 
cause they were not qf their nation. To such, there^ 
fore, I will say in cor^dence, that being like them 
young, anxious to obtain applause, and partictdarly 
desirous of procuring their siiffrages, I mil endeavor 
to model the same subject in such a manner as to please 
them. I toilltry to introduce into it a love intrigue, 
(for what is an epic poem without one f) Abel shall 
he a languishing petit*maitre and Cain a coarse Rus- 
Stan captain ; and not a word shall proceed from the 
lips of Adam which xvould not become a hoary French* 
man, perfectly acquainted with the world* 
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Paulo majora can amus 

Nod omner arbusta juvant humiles myricae. 

Virg. EecL IF, 



BOOK I. 



Inlrodaction — Abel and Thirza — Abel's morning hymn— 
Adam and Eve— Mehala--Cain*s soliloquy — Conversa- 
tion in the bower— Adam expostulates with Cain— An- 
guish of Adam — Cain's repentance — His reconciliation 

' with his brother— Mehala and- Thirza prepare a repast ia 
the bower. 



I NOW aspire to sing a lofty strain, the situation 
of our first parents after their lamentable fall, and 
him, who, sacrificed by his brother's fury, first min- 
gled his dust with the parent earth. Repose now, 
soft rustic pipe, with which I once chaunted the 
amiable simplicity and the manners of rural life. 
Assist me, O Muse \ who inspirest the poet's soul, 
when musing in the tranquil solitude of the mid- 
night hour, either in the mild radiance of the moon, 
in the obscurity of the grove, or on the shadowed 
banks of the sequestered stream. When holy trans« 
port fills his soul, his fervid imagination soars aloft, 
^d undaunted speeds its flight through created na- 
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ture, to the remoter regions of possibility, where it 
collects rich stores of the marvellous and the beau- 
tiful. With these treasures it returns to rear the 
motley structure, while cautious reason, asserting 
her mild dominion, assumes the inspection over the 
work, approves, rejects, and seeks harmonious com* 
binations. How swiftly fly the golden hours of 
sublime enjoyment devoted to the delightful occu- 
pation ! He is abundantly compensated for watch- 
ing amidst the cricket's music, till the rising of the 
morning-star, who obtains the love and esteem of 
those, whose refined taste is delighted with all that 
is beautiful, and who excites in hearts endowed 
with sensibility sentiments of virtue. Succeeding 
generations justly revere the poet's urn embraced 
by the aged ivy, whom the muses themselves in- 
spired to teach the world innocence and virtue. 
His fame survives with undiminished lustre when 
the trophies of the conqueror are mouldered into, 
dust; when the splendid mausoleum of the inglori- 
ous monarch is scattered amidst the wild bushes of 
the desert, and its moss-covered ruins serve only to 
iifford an occasional resting-place to the way-lost 
wanderer. This celebrity nature has indeed grant- 
ed to very few ; to eniulate them is a laudable at- 
tempt. To this object be my solitary walks and all 
my lonely hours devoted ! 

The silent hours led on the rosy morning and be- 
sprinkled the shadowy earth vnth dew ; the sun, 
darting his first beams behind the black cedars of 
the mountain, gilded with glowing tints the clouds 
that floated through the dawning heavens, when 
Abel and his beloved Thirza quitted their habita- 
tion, and repaired to a neighboring bower of jessa- 
mine and roses. Love and innocence beamed from 
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the blue eyes of Thirza, irresistible charms played 
upon her blooming cheeks, and het light tresses, 
flowing over her youthful bosom aiid falling down 
her back, entwined her slender waist. It was thus 
she walked by Abel's side. His brown locks thick- 
ly shadowed his elevated brow, and played about 
his shoulders ; contemplative dignity was mingled 
with the sweetness of his countenance; decked 
with manly beauty, he appeared like an angel, who 
is sent by the Lord to soothe the last moments of 
the expiring sinner, or to convey a joyful answer to 
the prayer of the solitary saint : though enveloped 
in the veil of mortality, yet the exquisite beauty 
which beams through it proclaims him an inhabit* 
ant of heaven. Thirza looked at hini ^ith a tender 
smile and sdid : ** My beloved ! now, when the 
birds hail the return of morn, sing I intreat thee, 
the hymn thou yesterday compoisedst in the mead. 
What is more delightful than to praise the Lord > 
When thou singest my heart expands with holy 
transport, while thou givest utterance to the sensa- 
tions which I can only feel, but am incapable of 
expressing !** Abel, embracing her, replied : " fi- 
nery request of thy dear lips shall be obeyed, my 
Thirza ! every wish I read in thine eyes shall be 
gratified. We will seat ourselves here on the soft 
moss, and I will then sing the hymn/' Thcfy seated 
themselves beside each other in the fragrant bower, 
whose entrance was gilded by the morning sun, 
and Abel thus began : 

" Retire, O sleep ! from every eye ; disperse, ye 
hovering dreams ! reason returns to illumine the 
Koul, as the landscape is illumined by the morning 
sun. Hail, lovely sun, behind the cedars ! by thee 
all nature is decked with renovated splendor. He- 
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tire, O sleep ! from every eye ; retire ye hovering 
dreams to the shades of night. Where are they, 
the shades of night ? They have fled to the re- 
cesses of the grove, and the caverns of the rocks, 
and await us there or in the umbrageous bower, to 
yield us refreshing coolness amidst the sultry heat 
of noon. There, where the early morning-beams 
awake the eagle, what exhalations, arising from the 
glistening summits of the rocks and the mountain's 
brow, ascend into the pure atmosphere, like the in- 
cense of burnt-offerings from the altar ? It is Na- 
ture which thus celebrates the return of morn, and 
offers up her thanks to the Lord of the creation. 
To him shall praise ascend from every creature, to 
him, the maker and the preserver of all things. To 
praise him the opening flowers diffuse their early 
odors ; to him innumerable tribes of feathered song- 
sters aloft in the air, or from the branches of the 
trees, pour forth their grateful melody. To praise 
him, the lion quits his den, and the deserts resound 
the tremendous roar in which he expresses his de- 
light. Praise him, O my soul • praise the Lord, 
the Creator and Preserver ; but chief let the thanks- 
givings of man ascend to thee, let him praise thee 
while every other creature yet slumbers, ere yet the 
accents of the feathered warbler are heard from the 
lofty branches or from the waving spray. Let my 
lonely voice be heard in the twilight and awaken 
every creature to join in his praise. Excellent and 
lovely is the creation in which he has displayed to 
us unworthy sinners his wisdom and his goodness. 
AU my senses drink delight at this inexhaustible 
ocean of beauty, and convey it my ravished soul. 
How can we utter thy praises, O almighty Being I 
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Was it not infinite goodness that prompted thee to 
quit the sacred silence which reigned around thy. 
eternal throne, to call forth creation from nothing 
and this immeasurable fabric of the world from the 
bosom of night ? When, at his nod, the sun goes 
forth to chace the shades of night, when Nature 
shines in renovated beauty, and every slumbering 
animal awakes to pay its tribute of gratitude, art 
thou not, dewy morning, an image of the creation,, 
a picture of that morn when the Creator hovered 
over the new-formed earth ? Profound silence per- 
vaded the uninhabited expanse. At the voice of 
the Almighty myriads of beings, infinitely varied 
in form and in beauty, fluttering on variegated 
"wings, soared aloft into the air, and sported in the 
flowery meadows, among the bushes or in the shady 
branches ; ,their warblings resounded through the 
astonished groves, and the air rung with the 
praises of the Creator. He again spoke and called, 
forth into existence all the animals which people 
the surface of the earth. At his command the 
shapeless clod assumed innumerable forms; the 
horse bounds over the turf from which he sprung^ 
and neighing shakes his flowing mane ; the majes- 
tic lion, scarcely disengaged from the cumbrous 
mass, endeavors for the first time to raise his terrific 
voice; a hill heaves with life, and the unwieldy, 
elephant stalks forth. Thus were innumerable 
voices at once employed in the praise of the Crea- 
tor. Thus thou each morning callest thy creatures 
from the impotence of sleep ; they awake, they be- 
hold around them the richness of thy bounties, and 
join, in a general chorus of praise. The time will 
come, .when the whole earth ghall be peopled with 
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ihen ; then, O then, shall thy sacred altars blaze on 
evtery hiM ; from every grove and every mead shall 
thahks and praises ascend to thee, when the mom* 
itag sun awakes the nations scattered over the sur- 
face of the earth."* 

Thus sang Abel by the side of his beloved, who 
still sat listening ^ith devout attention ; then throw 
ing her snowy arm around his neck, she gazed on 
him with tenderness, and said : ** O my beloved, 
\tith what sublime devotion is my soul filled by thy 
strains ? Thy affectionate care not only protects 
niy feebler franie,- but my soul is elevated under 
thy direction. "When it has lost its way and sees 
liought around but obscurity, and sinks down in 
holy iastonishment, thou raisest it up, dispellest the 
gloom, and changest silent surprise into profound 
aldoration. Ah ! how often— in truth, in every so- 
litary moment-^I return thanks to the eternal good-* 
liess with tears of joy, for having created us for 
^ach other, for that perfect unison in all the thoughts 
df our soulsj in all the wishes of our hearts.*' 
''' As she spoke, the tenderest and purest love gave 
inexpressible sweetness to every tone of her voice 
and to every gesture. Abel answered not, but the 
infection with which he gazed on her, th^ fervor 
with'wiiich he pressed her to his bosom spoke his 
sensations better thah any words could have ex- 
I^ressed them. Ah ! how happy was man, when 
enjoying content he required nothing of the earth 
but the fruits which it willingly yielded, when he 
atsked nothing of heaven but virtue and health; 
before his dissatisfaction created insatiable wishes, 
invented innumerable wants, and buried his happi- 
ness beneath splendid misery. What more did 
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They are joined by Adam and Eve and Mebala. 

mankind then require to unite themselves in the 
tenderest ties than love and virtue ? No virtuous 
pair, formed by heaven for each other, then con- 
sumed their days in hopeless afBiction, because pe* 
nury and wretchedness threatened to embitter their 
future lives, or, because their passion was thwarted 
by parental pride and tyrannical ambition. 

The^ were still seated when Adam and Eve ai>- 
proached ; they had overheard the morning song 
and the conversation of Abel and Thirza, and they 
now entered the bower and embraced their chil-* 
dren ; whose happiness and virtue filled them with 
the sincerest joy that ever smiled on the cheeks of 
affectionate parents. Mehala, the wife of Cain, 
had likewise entered the bower ; Cain's harsh and 
impetuous disposition had imprinted sadness on her 
brow, and diffused a soft melancholy in her. black 
eyes ; paleness overspread her cheeks, aioiind 
which waved her dark tresses. When Thirza em- 
braced her beloved, and expressed her transport at 
being created for him, Mehala, who witnessed their 
endearments A^thout the bower, was unable to re- 
frain finom weeping ; but drying her tea^, she en- 
tered the arbour with a friendly smile, and saluted 
her brother and sister with tender affection. Cain, 
vho was at this moment passing by .the bower, had 
likewise heard Abel's song and seen with what 
transport his parents embraced him. '^ What rap- 
tures !" said he, fixing his indignant looks on the 
bower. ** What embraces ! only beciause he has 
sung a song. He may well sing and compose 
hymns, as he must otherwise pass his time in sleep, 
when idly reclining by his flock in the shade. The 
iqh scorches me, at my rugged toil ; I have neither 
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leisure nor inclination for singing. When I have 
performed the labors of the day my weary limbs 
require repose, and morning wakes me to new ex- 
ertions. But that soft, indolent youth, who would 
soon sink beneath the oppressive weight of my 
toils, they every where pursue with their tears of 
joy and their tender embraces. I hate such effemi- 
nate tenderness ; but me they teaze not with their 
caresses, though condemned during the live-long 
day to till the unwilling soil. How they flow-^ 
those tears of joy !" 

Thus saying, he passed by to his iield^. They 
had overheard his words in the bower. Mehala, 
paler than before, sank on Thirza's shoulder, and 
wept ; Eve, sorrowfully reclining on her husband, 
likewise wept over her first-born. " My beloved 
parent," said Abel, " I will follow my brother to 
the field ; I will embrace him ; I wiU say every 
thing that fraternal . love can suggest. I will em- 
brace him, and he shall not leave my arms till he 
promises to banish all resentment from his bosom, 
till he promises to love me. Ah ! I have examined 
my whole heart and soul, to discover how I may 
gain my brother's affection ; often have I endea- 
vored by my tenderness to open the way to his 
heart ; often have 1 penetrated it and anew enkin- 
dled hi<i expiring love ; but alas ! the gloom of en- 
vy and discontent as often returns and extinguishes 
the flame." 

" My beloved Abel," replied his sorrowful fa- 
ther, 1 will myself go to him ; I will say every thing 
that paternal affection and reason can urge. O 
Cain ! Cain ! with what gloomy anxiety dost thou 
fill my heart! Is it possible that the passions can 
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rage with such tremendous violence in the bosom 
of the sinner, and extinguish every spark of virtue 
and affection ! Wretch that I am, what dark fore- 
bodings terrify my soul, when I look forward and 
contemplate the miseries of my descendants! O 
tin ! sin ! what dreadful ravages thou committest 
in the human soul I" Thus spoke Adam, and in 
pensive melancholy left the bower and repaired to 
the field of his first-born. Cain perceiving him ap- 
proaching, desisted from his labor and thus ad- 
dressed him : " Why that sto-nness in my father's 
looks ? It was not with such a countenance thou 
embracedst my brother. I read reproaches in thine 
eyes. 

Adam, in accents of mingled sorrow and tender- 
ness, replied: " Be saluted, my first-born! The 
consciousness of having deserved reproach causes 
thee to discover displeasure in my eyes. Yes, 
Cain, thou deservest reproaches ! The grief, the 
anguish thou hast implanted in thy father's breast 
bring me hither." 

" Not aflfection," answered Cain, " that belongs 
only to Abel." 

" Yes Cain, affection," replied Adam ; heaven 
is my witness that it was likewise affection. These 
tears, this grief, this incessant anxiety which tor- 
ments me, and her, who with pain gave thee birth, 
these melancholy days and restless nights — what 
are they but the effect of the most tender love ? O 
Cain I Cain I if thou lovedst us it would be the ob- 
ject of thy dutiful solicitude to dry the tears of an- 
guish from our cheeks, to dispel the gloomy melan- 
choly which embitters our lives. O! if yet thy 
heart retains any reverence for that Being who sees 
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into the inmost recesses of thy soul, if a spark of fi- 
lial love yet glows in thy bosom ; by that love, I 
implore thee to restore to us our lost tranquillity^ 
our extinguished joys ! Cherish no longer in thy 
soul this obduracy^ this gloomy resentment against 
him whose affectionate heart is earnestly desirous 
to eradicate this noxious weed from thy bosom. O 
Cain ! is it possible that our tears of joy, that the 
rapture which the exalted purity of his piety and 
his virtue excite within us, should have filled thy 
^ul with rage and indignation ? The angels who 
hover around us, behold with extacy every virtuous 
action ; the Almighty himself looks down from his 
throne upon them with gracious approbation. 
Wouldst thou change the nature of beauty and 
virtue ? It is not in our power, or if it were could 
we resolve, O Cain ! to resist those soft, those rap'^ 
turous emotions and those sublime pleasures witb 
which they fill the soul ? The rolling thunder, ot 
the horrors of the midnight tempest, call forth no 
smile upon the cheek ; nor can the violence and the 
tumult of ungovernable passions produce pleasure 
in the human breast." 

Cain answered: '' Am I then doomed to hear 
nothing but these bitter reproaches ? If I cannot 
dress my face in smiles, nor bid the tears of tender- 
ness to overflow my eyes, shall my more manly 
firmness be branded with the most odious vices? 
Bolder enterprises and severer toils have ever been 
my choice ; that sternness which nature has im* 
printed on my brow I cannot convert into soft 
smiles and tears. Can the eagle coo like the harm* 
less dove ? 

Adam, with majestic gravity replied : " Wilt 
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Ihou deceive thyself? Wilt thou carefully conceal 
from thy observation those baleful passions which 
thou oughtest to subdue ? O Cain, it is not manly 
firmness, that is imprinted on thy brow ; thy coun- 
tenance and thy whole deportment bespeak envV 
and discontent: these have spread around thee 
dreary obscurity. Hence this murmuring at thy 
labor, this unkind behavior to us all, and this in- 
quietude. Could we, O could we banish the melait- 
tholy gloom, could we inspire thee with happiness 
Serene as the vernal morn, then would our most ar- 
dent wish be gratified. But, Cain, what cause hast 
thou for uneasiness ? Are not all the sources of fe- 
licity open to thee ? Doth not Nature offer thee all 
her charms ? Is not every happiness, every plea- 
sure which nature, reason and virtue bestow on us, 
likewise presented to thee ? But thou leavest those 
blessings untasted, unenjoyed, and complainest of 
misery. Or art thou dissatisfied with that portion 
of happiness which it has pleased the eternal Good- 
ness to confer on fallen sinners ? Dost thou envy 
the lot of angels ? Know that discontent could ent 
ter even the bosoms Of angels, they aspired to be- 
come gods and forfeited heaven. Dost thou ar- 
raign the decrees of the Creator, who with infinite 
wisdom presides over the destiny of his sinful crea- 
tures ? While all created beings join in his praise, 
shall a mortal, a worm raise his head from the dust, 
and pr^ume to murmur against him, whose nod 
governs the heavens ; whose almighty goodness is 
attested by universal nature ; whose all-seeing eye 
penetrates into the dark bosom of futurity, and 
who can cause evil to be productive of good ? O 
toy son, my first-born! let discontent no longer 
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overcloud every cheerful prospect, and conceal 
from thy view every source of happiness !" 

" What avail these admonitions ?" cried Cain, 
angrily. >" I know that if I could be cheerful every 
object around me would smile and be serene as the 
morning! Can I command the tempest to cease 
and the impetuous torrent to stand still? I was 
doomed from my birth to misery ; on the nativity 
of the first-born the Almighty has pronounced his 
severest malediction. Those sources of happiness 
and delight of which you take such cheering 
draughts, flow not for me." 

'* Ah ! my son !" exclaimed Adam, while tears 
bedewed his cheeks ; *' yes — alas ! on all the off- 
spring of woman has the divine malediction fallen. 
But, my beloved son ! why should God have poured 
on thee, our first-born, a greater portion of his wrath 
than on us, the first transgressors ? He whose 
goodness is infinite could not have made such a 
distinction. — No, Cain ! thou wast not born to mi" 
sery ; the Almighty has called into existence none 
of his creatures to make them unhappy. Mart 
may indeed render himself wretched ; by neglect- 
ing to enjoy the happiness bestowed ,on him, he 
plunges himself into misery. When reason is si- 
lenced by the tumult of raging passions, and is sub- 
dued by the violence of impure, ungovernable de- 
sires, man must be wretched ; he converts the bles- 
sings of life into sources of misery. Thou canst 
not command the tempest to cease and the impetu- 
ous torrent to stand still, but thou mayst call forth 
reason to dispel the gloom which overshadows thy 
soul. Reason can calm the tumult in thy bosom. At 
her voice every vain wish, every sordid desire, and 
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every boisterous passion vanish like vapors before 
the rising sun. Ah, Cain ! I have seen tears of rap- 
ture bedew thy cheek, when consciousness of a 
virtuous action has raised within thy soul the glow 
of delight. Tell me, Cain, wast thou not then hap- 
py? Was not thy soul. serene — serene as the un- 
clouded sun ? Recal that emanation of the Deity — 
Reason ; then will her companion. Virtue, convey 
every pleasure to thy heart, then will every source 
of happiness flow also for thee. O listen to my ad- 
monitions, my son ! The first duty which return- 
ing reason imposes, is to go and embrace thy bro- 
ther ; with what joy will he receive thee ! with 
what tenderness will he press thee to his bosom !" 

** I will embrace him," said Cain, ** when I re- 
turn from the field ; my labor now requires my care. 
I will embrace him. But never shall my firmer soul 
be softened to that effeminate tenderness, which so 
•trongly endears him to you, and draws so many 
tears of rapture from your eyes ; to that tenderness 
which brought down a curse upon all mankind, 
when thou, yielding to a woman's tears — But, 
wretch that I am ! I was about to reproach thee^ 
I reverence thee ; my father, and am silent." Thus 
spoke Cain, and returned to his labor. 

Adam stood motionless ; tears of anguish stream- 
ed from his eyes. " Oh Cain, Cain !" he exclaim* 
ed, *' I feel, alas ! that I have deserved thy re- 
proaches, but yet thou should st have spared thy 
father; thou shouldst have forborne a charge which 
like a peal of thunder bursts upon my soul. Thus-^ 
O horrible, O cruel presentiment — ^thus will my 
descendants, when wallowing in guilt and overtak- 
en by its punishment, trample upon my dust and 
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curse the first signer i*' Thus spoke Adam, and with 
his face bowed towards the earthy sorrowfully with- 
drew. He frequently lifted up his eyes to heaven ; 
loud sighs burst from his tortured heart and he wrang 
bis hands in speechless agony. Cain beheld his 
anguish, and exclaimed: '' How he wrings his hands I 
J)OW he sobs and weeps! — and I have reproached 
him — I have bitterly reproached my fond and in- 
dulgent parent ! Whither does my madness drive 
lae ! Hell itself rages in my soul. It is I — yes I, 
who spread the gloom of torturing anxiety around 
them, who embitter and destroy every pleasure of 
their lives. Wretch, thou art not worthy to asso- 
ciate with men, thou shouldst dwell among the sa- 
vage beasts that prowl in the desert. He is already 
at a distance and yet I still hear his sighs, as with 
unsteady and faltering steps he retires, — Shall I 
hasten after him, shall I embrace his knees, and by 
all that is sacred implore his forgiveness ? Yes — I 
am sensible that my misery proceeds not from ex- 
ternal causes: it is in my own unguarded heart that 
those black clouds arise, whose tempests chace every 
joy from me and them. reason, virtue, return ! 
calm the wild tumult, and extinguish this hell 
which rages in my bosom. See, yonder stands my 
father, motionless ; his up-lifted hands announce the 
attitude of prayer. I will hasten and throw myself 
in the dust at his feet, wxetch that 1 am I" 

Cain then hastened to his father, who was lean- 
ing exhausted against a tree. His weeping eyes 
were immoveably fixed on the ground. This sight 
deeply affected the heart of his son, who fell at his 
feet and embraced his knees. He looked up at his 
father, while tears trickled from his eyes, and said : 
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" Forgive me, ray father !— But I am not worthy to 
call tbee by th»t nanae; if thoa sbou'ldsfs turn frcmt 
me with horror, it is no more than I deserve. But 
see, Osee these tears of repentance, behold my an^ 
guish and forgive me! — I, wretch that I am, wag 
deaf tO) thy exhortations, bo! whea thon retiredst 
weeping and wriogiiig thy hafi<l3, horror thrilled 
my soal, iioa^d me from my aipatfay, and now, now 
I weep at thy feet, I acknowledge n*y depravity, I 
fee with abhorrence the passions which had taken 
podsession of my soul, and implore forgiveness of thd 
Almighty, of thee, my father, of my bvother, and 
of all whom I have offended. '' 

** Arise, Csib* arise, ray sonf that I may em- 
brace thee," stammered the astoni^ed father, and 
pressed him with fervor to hts heart. " That Bein^ 
who dwelleth in the heavens beholds with pleasure 
these thy repentant teais. Embrace me, my son, 
my beloved son f— O how hast thou changed my 
grief to joy ! O blissful hour, in which my son, my 
first-born, restores peace, tranqniility and every de- 
licious sensation to our bosoms, in whiich he em-* 
brakes- me with tears of tenderness. Embrace me, 
support me, my son ! The excess of my joy over* 
powers me. But let us not delay ; let us go, that 
thoa may'st also embrace thy brother." 

They were now proceding to sedc him in the 
pasture, when Abel, accompanied' by his mother, 
with Mehala and Thirza, approached them from 
behind a thicket. They had followed Adam, un* 
perceived, and had witnessed the scene, behind the 
bushes, by which they were concealed. Abel ran 
with open arms to meet his brother ; he embraced 
hm; and pressed hun to his heart ;> he wept, and 
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was incapable of expressing his transport. " My 
brother, O my brother," he at length exclaimed, 
*' and dost thou love me ! Let me, O let me hear it 
from thy lips ! Thou lovest me— O inexpressible 
delight !" 

" Yes, brother, I love thee," replied Cain, em- 
bracing him. '' Canst thou, O can you all forgive 
me my unkindness? Can you forgive me for having 
so long, disturbed your peace, for having embittered 
your lives y^ith anxiety and grief? My soul, darting 
forth like lightning from the surrounding gloom, 
Jhas dispersed the furious tempest. The weeds 
which prevented the seeds of virtue from springing 
up in my bosom are eradicated, and shall never be 
suffered to grow again. Forgive me, my brother, 
and never may the memory of my past misconduct 
disturb our future felicity !" 

" Never, never!" replied Abel, pressing him 
still more closely to his heart. " Should we not 
forget the transient uneasiness of a nightly dream, 
when we awake on a spring morning, and delight and 
rapture pervade our souls ? O Cain, Cain ! O that 
words could express my joy, could describe to thee 
half my transport ! 1 can only weep, only press 
thee to my breast and weep." 

While the brothers were thus locked in each 
other's embrace. Eve, with tears of joy, beheld the 
tender scene. " O my children !" she exclaimed, 
" my beloved children ! Never since first 1 heard 
thy lips, my first-born ! lisp the sweet name of 
mother; never have I felt such rapturous sensa- 
tions ! What an oppressive burthen is removed from' 
my soul, with what happiness and with what exqui- 
site delight is it now pervaded! Now wil) each 
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smiling hour pass away crowned with pleasure ! 
Harmony and peace are restored to my offspring, 
to those whom I nourished at my breast. Yes, I 
am like a fruitful vine, which bears sweet grapes ; 
and is blessed by the passenger for its delicious 
fruit. Embrace my children ! embrace ! and now 
come, let me kiss away every tear from your eyes, 
each of those precious tears with which fraternal 
aftection has bedewed your cheeks I" Thus said 
Eve, and with inexpressible transport embraced her 
sons. Mehala and Thirza likewise embraced them, 
while their eyes overflowed with tears of extacy. 
•' O Thirza !" said Cain's spouse to her sister, 
" what unspeakable felicity ! Let this day be a day 
of joy ! Let us go ; we will strew the fairest flowers 
on the table in the bower ; v/e will collect the flnest 
fruits which our trees afford ; this day shall be spent 
in the enjoyment of our happiness." Joy gave 
wings to their feet and they hastened away to per-^ 
form the pleasing task. 

Cain and Abel went hand in hand, and Adam 
and Eve, filled with the most exquisite delight, 
walked beside them towards the hill. When they 
arrived, the sisters had already spread the repast of 
various fruits in the shadiest bower, which they had 
decorated with fragrant flowers ; brilliant colors and 
delicious odors, combined to gratify their senses. 
They seated themselves to their temperate noon- 
tide repast, accompanied by cheerfulness and joy ; 
the hours passed rapidly away in agreeable converse 
and mild evening arrived. 
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BOOK II. 



0)iiTertation in the bowec— Abel cequesto Adam to relate 
the events subsequent to the fall— Eve commences the 
narrative— Her fiirewel of Paradise — ^Adam continues tb« 
narration — ^The storm — ^Tbej pass the first night in a cave 
—The dead bird — ^They arrive at a hill where they re- 
solve to fix their residence — ^Adam finds some sheep-n 
Visit of an angel — Adam's conversation with him — Mea^ 
sage of the Almighty — ^Adam erects an altar — Winter-n 
Return of Spring — ^The Sacrifice — Birth of Cain, of Me«^ 
bala, Abelj and ThjriEas— Clonclusion* 

\v HILE vUh. hearts full of rapture t<hey satin 
the bower, the father of men Uius.said: ''Now, 
Qiy beloved children, now ve experience what ex- 
quisite delight pervades the soul after a good action ; 
we feel that nothing but the practice of virtue can 
tender us truly happy. By virtue we are. elevated 
to.that felicity enjoyed by the pure spirits who inha- 
bit the celestial regions. On the contrary, every 
impure and unruly passion drags us down and hur- 
ries us along mto gloomy labyrinths, where we are 
tormented by inquietude, anguish, misery and re- 
morse. O Eve ! could we have imagined, when, 
hand in hand, we bade adieu to the blissful scenes 
of Paradise, when we were the only inhabitants of 
the extended earth, that so much felicity was yet to 
be enjoyed in a world cursed for our transgression ?* 
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When Adam ceased speaking, Abel thus addfes- 
sed him : '* FaAer, now wkile the lovely evening 
Approaches, if nothing prevents thy longer stay ia 
this boweF> if the solitary twlHgkt doe& not summon 
tb^e to more serious meditatioBS, listen to my re- 
quest*, aad rehire to us once more the ev^its of that 
time vrhen thou and my beloved mother were the 
only inhabitafRts of the earth.'' 

All now ixed their eyes in silent expectation on 
Adam» in»patient toknow whether he would comply 
with Abel's reqiiest. " How," said he, " can 1 
refuse to gratify thy wish on thi& joyful occasioiiw 
I will relate to you the events^of those days iii> which 
sinners were cheered by such great promises, m 
which they experienced such, unmerited grace ami 
mercy. Eve, where shall i commence- my narra* 
tive ? Shall I begin with the melancholy moment of 
Qur departure fiXMib Paradise ? But, my beloved, a 
tear already trembles in thine eye !" *' Begin,.** 
said Eve, " with the time when, with streaming 
eyes I looked back far the last time on Eden's bliss- 
ful bowers, and sank on thy bosom. But, the sen- 
sations I then experienced, pennit me to describe 
myself; to spare my feelings, thou wouldst pass too 
lightly over those dreadful scenes. 

" The flaming sword of the angel now waved at 
a distance behind us: with soothing compassion he 
had conducted us out of Paradise, he had reminded 
us of the promises and the infinite goodness of our 
offended Creator. We had descended to the earth,, 
where we wandered through solitary deserts. Here 
we found no Eden, we walked not among blooming* 
flowers and fragrant groves ; they were thinly scat** 
tered over thesurface of the barren soil, like islands 
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on the extended ocean . * The vast earth, one dreary 
ivilderness lay before us. Hand in hand we pass* 
ed along ; I A*equently turned aside to weep, and 
ventured not to raise my eyes to the dear object at 
my side, the victim of my guilt, the partner of my 
misery. With eyes fixed on the ground he walked 
beside me ; then looking up, he gazed at the coun- 
try around us, and afterwards at me ; he saw my 
tears, and with speechless emotion pressed me sob- 
bing to his bosom. We were now descending the 
brow of a hill, and the lofty Eden was gradually 
vanishing from our view. I paused, looked back, 
and thus lamented : ' O Paradise, my native soil, 
perhaps I shall never more behold thy blissful 
bowers, in which thou, my beloved ! if I may still 
call thee by that tender name, desiredst a help-mate 
of thy creator, and from thy own side receivedst her 
who destroyed thy felicity ! Ye flowers reared by 



* The author appears to have been guilty of some iucou- 
sistency in putting this simile into the mouth of Eve. He 
teems to have forgotten for a moment the simplicity and 
comparative ignorance which must have prevailed in the 
first ages, and to have blended with it ideas arising from a 
knowledge of the constitution and formation of the earth, 
that could only have been acquired at a much later period. 
The reader will perceive from various parts of this perform- 
ance that the author must have been intimately acquainted 
with the immortal work of MiIton> in which the poet repre- 
sents the arch-angel Michael shewing to Adam firom the 
summit of a lofty hill the whole earth extended beneath him, 
and the scenes that were to take place upon it. Gessner 
undoubtedly carried with him that idea when perusing the 
above passage ; but yet it appears extremely improbable 
that Eve should use a comparison which could not possibly 
be familiar either to herself or her children. T. 
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my care for whom do ye now diffuse your fragrance ? 
Ye shady bowers, who now walks in your aromatip 
twilight ? . Ye blooming shrubs ; ye groves, for 
whom now ripen your various fruits ? Never shall I 
behold you again ; that balsamic air is too pure, 
that spot is too sacred, for a being contaminated by 
sin. Alas ! how is man fallen ! the friend of angels, 
he who issued so pure, so happy from the hands of 
his Creator ! And thou too art fallen, O I — I dare 
not call thee ray beloved — seduced by me, thou art 
fallen ! O hate me not, forsake me not ! Forsake me 
not I intreat thee by our common misfortune, by the 
gracious promises of our merciful judge ! I acknow* 
ledge I have deserved thy hatred, thy abhorrence ; 
but permit me to follow thy steps, and by my ser» 
vices to alleviate thy misery. Thy looks shall be 
my law, and in them I will read thy commands. 
Where thou dwellest I will collect flowers for thy 
couch, I will wander through the solitary wilds to 
procure the best fruits for thy food ; and O, how 
happy shall I be, if thou rewardest my feeble ser- 
vices with a single glance of affection !' I said, and 
sank into his arms ; he pressed me with fervor to 
bis bosom while his teai*s bedewed my cheeks, and 
said : * Let us not, thou dear object of my love ! 
let us not aggravate our misery by keen reproaches. 
We have both deserved a more severe punishment 
than the Almighty has inflicted. Did not our 
judge when he passed sentence on our crime, cheer 
us with his promises ? Though they are yet veiled 
in sacred obscurity, yet mercy, infinite mercy, 
beams forth from amidst the gloom. Had we been 
punished according to our deserts, O, what would 
then have become of us? No^ my beloved! let us 
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not, by our murmurs and complaints, render our- 
«eVTC9 unworthy of his favor ; let them not pollute 
our lips which ought only to breathe forth gratitude 
and derotion. He whose eye penetrates the pro- 
&mndest abyssesof darkness, and discovers the inmost 
Kcesses of the sinner** soul, will graciously accept 
the feeble tribute of our thanks and praise, and 
will regard with complacency our imperfect endea- 
vours to please him. Embrace me. Eve ! Mutual 
affection shall alleviate our common calamity ; we 
will together oppose our enemy, sin, and attempt to 
attain the highest degree of perfection, of which our 
fallien- nature is susceptible. Peace and tender love 
•half ever abide with us ; by sympathy and recipro- 
<^al assistance we will Ughten the burthen: imposed 
Upon us, and support each other under the expecta- 
tion of death, whose progress it seems, is gradual 
and slow. Now let us descend to that spot where 
the poplars wave over the rock. Evening ap- 
proaches, and we shall there find a convenient place 
to pass the night.' Thou wast silent;- I embraced 
thee, and with my hair dried the tears from my 
eyes. We then descended the hill', to the poplar- 
trees which waved over the rock." 

Here Eve was silent, and smiling tenderly at 
Adam, he thus continued the narration. " Having 
arrived at the poplars, we found in their shade, a 
cave in the rock. ' See Eve,* said I, * see what 
conveniencies nature still affords us ; look at this 
charming grotto and this limpid stream which flows 
beside it. Here let us take shelter for the night ; 
but 1 must securethe entrance against the attacks of 
nocturnal enemies'. ' What enemies ?* asked Eve 
with emotion; ' Hast thou- not observed,' I replied. 
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* that the curse extends to the whole creation, that 
the bonds of friendship are dissolved between all 
living creatures, and that the weak have become 
the prey of the strong ? Yonder in the plain, I saw 
a young lion pursue with furious roar a timid fawn, 
and I likewise perceived enmity among the birds in 
the air. We no longer possess any power over these 
animals, excepting over such as are weaker than 
ourselves. Those which before fawned upon or 
sported around us, the shaggy lion and the spotted 
tiger, now pass us with glaring eye-balls and a 
tremendous roar. By gentle usage we shall, it is 
true, secure the attachment of some, and our reason 
will protect us against the superior strength of 
others*. ' And I ' will go,' said Eve, ' to collect 
herbs and flowers tip form our couch, and to gather 
fruits from the neighboring bushes and trees.' I 
then entwined the shrubs and branches that grew 
before the entrance of the cave ; while Eve, who 
never lost me from her sight, with alarm and an- 
xiety, performed'her task. She returned with the 
fmits she had gathered and spread them before us 
on the sweet grass. 

" We then lay down upon the flowers in the 
cave, and commenced our simple repast, which 
was sweetened by affectionate converse. Mean- 
while a black cloud extending itself over the face of 
heaven, gradually veiled the setting sun. Profound 
darkness rested upon the earth, and Nature seemed, 
in silent horror, to await her dissolution. A tem- 
pestuous wind arose ; it roared among the hills, and 
tore up the trees of the forest ; flames darted from 
the black clouds and the thunder burst in awful 
peals. Eve sank with terror on my throbbing 
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bosom. ' He comes/ said she, * the avenger comes ! 
how terrible ! he comes to annihilate us and all 
nature for my transgression ! O Adam ! Adam !* 
—Speechless and trembling she remained clinging 
to my breast. ♦ My beloved/ said I, ' let us kneel 
at the entrance of the cave, and pray to him, who 
walketh amidst the darkness, who^e thunders pro- 
claim his approach, and whose lightnings mark his 
steps. Thou who with inexpressible, with divine 
benignity lookedst down upon me, when I first re- 
ceived life from thy creating hand, how terrible art 
thou, when thou appearest in judgment !' We theii 
knelt at the entrance of the cave, expecting our 
judge to pronounce from his thunders the awful 
sentence: ' Ye shall die, and thou earth shalt be 
annihilated in my indignation !' Torrents of rain 
now descended from heaven, the lightnings ceased 
to flash, and the thunder rolled only at a distance. 
I raised my head. ' Eve,' said I, ' the lord hath 
passed over us ; he will not now consume the earth, 
and we shall not yet perish. How could his pro- 
mise be accomplished if he destroyed us with all 
our seed ? And eternal wisdom cannot retract the 
promises it has made!' We recovered from our 
terror, the clouds dispersed, and the setting sun 
shed over them inexpressible splendor; as when 
hosts of angels hovering over Eden on fleecy clouds, 
tinged them with brilliant fires, and diffused 
throughout the atmosphere celestial radiance. Such 
were now the splendors of the western sky ; all na- 
ture smiled in renovated beauty and every color 
had acquired more vivid lustre. The setting sun 
shed on us his departing rays as we knelt down with 
holy awe to celebrate the solemn scene. Thus the 
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first tempest pas^sed away over our heads. . The 
glowing tints of evening faded into twilight, and 
the moon shed a milder lustre on the scattered 
clouds. We were now for the first time chilled by 
the frost of night, as we had before been scorched 
by the unusual heat of the noon-day sun. We 
wrapped ourselves up in skins, (thrown over us by 
our gracious Creator, before our departure from 
Paradise, to shew that, in our misery he would still 
protect and relieve us) and stretching ourselves on 
the soft herbs and flowers in the cave, awaited in 
each other's embrace the approach of sleep. It 
came, but unattended with that sweet delight 
which blessed -our slumbers in a state of innocence. 
Our imaginations were then filled only with smiling 
and agreeable images ; inquietude, terror and re- 
morse now mingled with them, in dreams, forms of 
horror and dismay. The night was calm and our 
slumbers were not disturbed ; but how unlike that 
night, my beloved Eve, when 1 first led thee to the 
bridal bower! Never had the flowers exhaled a 
sweeter fragrance; never had the bird of night 
poured forth such an harmonious strain ; never had 
the moon shed such soft radiance, as when Paradise 
celebrated the nuptials of the first pair. But why 
do 1 dwell on ideas, which awaken griefs that were 
hushed to repose ? 

" The morning sun had already exhaled the 
glistening dew, when we opened. our eyes; a few 
solitary birds were singing upon the trees, for the 
earth then contained no other animals than those 
which, after the curse, had fled out of Paradise, that 
the garden of the Lord might not be polluted with 
death. We went to the entrance of the cave, and 



32 DEATH OF ABEL. 

The dcftd bini* 

iMiTing offered up our morning adoration, I said to 
Eve : * Let us proceed farther ; when I survey tbe 
extended covntry, I perceive that we may select 
for out abode some spot which affords superior ad^ 
Vantages of beauty and futility and more ntimeroui 
resources for our subsistence. Seest thou yon stream 
that winds through the verdant valley ? The gteeik 
summit of that hill beside it, appears to be crowned 
by a garden of trees.' * I follow thee, my belov«d> 
whithersoever thou mayst conduct me,* said Eve, pres- 
sing her hand in mine ; and we pursued our couxD^ 
to the hill. On the way Eve perceived a bird flut* 
tering round in little circles in apparent distre^ 
and uttering plaintive cries ; after which it perched^ 
motionless and with rufBed plumage> ufk>n the ]o\r 
bushes. She approached it, and discovered anothef 
bird extended lifeless on the grass, before the little 
mourner. She stooped down and examined it for 
some time ; at length taking it up from the ground 
^he endeavored to awaken it. ' It will not awake,* 
said she, laying it from her trembling hand upon 
the grass. ' It will never awake more!' Tears 
gushed from her eyes. ' Thou pretty mourner,' 
said she, addressing the other : ' perhaps ; ah ! 
perhaps it was thy mate ! It is I — thou innocent 
sufferer; it is I — wretch that I am, who .have 
brought misery and distress upon every creature !* 
She wept aloud and, turning to me, exclaimed : 
* What a horrible, what a fatal evil ! every sense is 
suspended, every limb refuses its office! What is 
this ? It must be death I O ! horror thrills my frame! 
If this be death, and the death with which we are 
threatened, O how terrible I And if it should 
thus tear thee from me -^ O Adam ! -^I trem* 




iUtnmt<6^ 



J'uCf -^^ 27. fSOS iy 7 Cjjnflu. JSfy Sant^ 



S/f-'uLn^yc^ 



.* 






«.-• ^. ..■•> 



'*m 



•H- 



DEATH OF ABEL, SS 

I ■ ' ■ ■ .. »d»^ 

Adam and Eve fix their habitation on a hiU. 

-■ . , - 

ble ! — 1 cannot , support the thought !' Her tears 
flowed more copiously, as she bent in an agony of 
grief to^rards the ground. I raised her up and em'* 
braced her. ' Cease, my beloved/ 1 exclaimed, * to 
aggravate our affliction and distress ; let us place 
our trust in him who with infinite wisdom governs 
the whole creation, and who, though he appear 
clothed in terror as our judge, is ever accompanied 
by mercy atid by love. Let not our imaginations 
seek to anticipate the dreadful scenes of futurity, 
nor our reason dwell continually on our misery* 
By so doing we should blind our eyes to the demon- 
strations of his wisdom and benignity, and plunge 
ourselves still deeper into affliction. He guides our 
destiny with infinite goodness and wisdom ; let us 
then proceed with humble confidence, under his 
direction,r and with. holy reverence, with devout 
awe, offer up to him the tribute of our gratitude !' 

" We now resumed our course towards the hill, 
and passed through the fertile thickets with which 
its foot was encompassed. On the summit a lofty 
cedar reared its head far above the surrounding 
fruit-trees; its wide-spreading branches afforded a 
grateful shade, and a limpid stream ran among the 
flowers beneath. Here a vast extent of country 
opened to our view; its distant boundaries were 
blended with the misty air. ' This place,' said I, 
' affords an image of Paradise, a convenient abode ; 
another Eden, I know, we shall never find. Receive 
us, O cedar, into thy friendly shade ! Ye various 
trees, be your fruits, which I will not pluck with 
bee^ess ingratitude, the recompence of my indus* 
trious culture f Almighty Being! deign to look 
down from heaven on this our dwelling, listen to 
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our supplications, accept the incense of our grati- 
tude and devotion, "which through these thick 
shades «hall each day and hour ascend to thee! 
Here by the sweat of our brows will we procure our 
food ; beneath this shade, my beloved Eve, shalt 
thou with pain bring forth children, and here we 
will awaitthe approach of death. Deign, O God1 
to look down with complacency on the abode of 
sinners !* Thus I prayed, while Eve knelt by my 
side, with her tearful eyes devoutly iixed on hea- 
ven. 

*' I then began to construct a habitation beneath 
the shade of the cedar ; and fixing in the earth a 
circle of strong stakes, I interwove them with slender 
twigs. Eve was meanwhile employed in guiding 
the stream among the flowers; in binding up and 
pruning the luxuriant foliage of the shrubs, in sup- 
porting the drooping plants and in gathering wild 
fruits ; and thus we enjoyed the first repast earned 
by *he srweat of our brows. A« I virent to the river 
to procure reeds for the roof of our but, I saw five 
sheep, 'white as the floating noon-day clouds, and a 
young ram in their midst grazing on the shore. I 
advanced gently towards them, to see whether 
they would shun me 4ike the lion and the tiger, 
which once sported at my feet ; but they fled not 
at my approach, and I drove them before me with 
a reed to the hill, into the luxuriant grass, where 
Eve was constructing a bower of the over-arching 
shrubs. She did not perceive the little flock, tiil 
their bleatings drew her attention. She then looked 
round, and loosing the branches from her hands, at 
first paused with a timid air, and then exclaimed : 
* O, they are tame and gentle as in Paradi«e ! Wei- 
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come, ye engaging companions ! you shall dwell 
with us; 'here ye will find luxuriant pastures, fra- 
grant herbage and a limpid stream. How delight-* 
fill it will be, to see you gambol around us in the 
grass, while we are occupied in the culture of our 
trees and shrubs !' She said, and patted their wool- 
ly backs. 

" Our habitation was now completed, and Eve 
and I were seated at the entrance in the sl^de, 
gazing on the extended landscape, when Eve thus 
interrupted the silence : * The prospect before us 
is beautiful and diversified, and this hill is decked 
with numerous kinds of vegetable productions ; but 
if we select the most useful and agreeable of those 
which cover the face of the country, we shall then 
produce a resemblance bearing the same proportion 
to Paradise, as we were informed by the angels who 
there visited us, that Paradise itself bears to heaven. 
Ah ! how enchanting was that blessed «pct ! There 
Nature shed her mildest influence ; there her pro- 
ductions displayed a profusion of luxuriant beau- 
ties ; iinnumbered flowers blended their variegated ' 
tints ; blossoms and fruits were intermingled in gay 
confusion ; innumerable species of trees, extending 
their grateful shade, formed an endless mixture, 
every part of which was more agreeable and more 
magnificent. Of these we see very few around us ; 
perhaps since the curse, the earth is Incapable of 
producing them, or Nature, with sparing hand, has 
distributed them over different regions : and, 
Adam, I have already observed that death and cor- 
ruption (which must be the natural consequence 
of death) have extended their ravages throughout 
the whole creation. I have seen the fruits fall and 
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flecay, and the flowers fade; I have beheld the 
vithered shrubs and trees stripped of their foliage 
and their fruits. Ypung shoots, indeed, spring up 
beside the decayed plant, fresh fruits supply the 
place of those -which have fallen, and the scattered 
seeds of the faded flowers give birth to a blooming 
progeny. Thus, Adam, shall we once return to 
the dust, and thus shall we be renewed in our chil- 
dren.* 



* The celebrated Herder hat enlarged on this subject in 
sn exquisitely beautiful passage, in one of his performances 
entitled, '* God," Speaking of death, he says : " Observe 
the flower, how she hastens into blossom. She draws tu 
berself sap, air, light, and all the elements, which she pre* 
pares in order to assist her growth, to furnish the vital juices 
and to produce blossom : blossom succeeds and disappears. 
She haa now spent all her power, her love and life to be- 
come a mother, to leave behind images of herself, and to 
propagate ber kind. Her energies are exhausted and con* 
sumed in the restless service oi nature ; and it may be said 
that, from the commencement of her life, she has been 
working her own destruction. But, what else is destroyed 
than a form she can no longer retain, and which having 
reached the highest degree of beauty and perfection of which 
it is susceptible, again hastens to decay. But she does not 
undergo this change, as a dead being — which would be a 
gloomy reflection — ^to make room for youthful and vigorous 
successors, but rather as a living being in the full enjoy- 
ment of the pleasures of existence. She was the author of 
their existence, which she propagated under a form of the 
most perfect beauty, in the ever-blooming garden of Time, 
where she herself likewise flourishes. For she dies not with 
the form under which she appears ; the power of the root 
continues ; she will awake from the sleep of winter and a- 
gain shoot forth in renewed, vernal, and youthful beauty 
with tlie daughters of her existence, now friends and sisters, 
by her virgin side. Thus there is no auch thing ai death in 
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" She was silentj and touched with melancholy, 
I replied : ' Far other cares^ my beloved Eve, op- 
press my heart ! How willingly would I resign all 
the advantages, all the delights of Paradise ! But, 
to be banished from that spot, where God, veiling 
Ms insupportable radiance, deigned to render him- 
self vbible to our sight and to walk among the 
groves, while solemn silence attended the presenc<i 
of the Deity ;— this, this it is that afflicts me, this \i 
to me the most painful loss. How often, in pros- 
trate adoration, have I dared to address him, whil^ 
the Almighty listened with benignity to the voice 
of his creature, ind vouchsafed to answer me ! But, 
alas ! this glorious privilege of pure spirits we have 
forfeited. Can the most pure walk among sinners ? 
can he walk upon that earth, on which he has pro- 
nounced his malediction > It is true, that from his 
throne he looks down on us with compassion, and 
that his mercy to us in our miserable state exceeds 
our utmost hopes. It likewise appears, that his an- 
gels still visit the earth to execute his commands ; 
but they veil their celestial splendor ; they deign 
not to become visible tb our eyes, and hasten to 



the creation. It is only a hastening away of that which can- 
not remain ; that is, the operation of an ever-youthful, rest- 
less, unextinguishable power, which from its very nature, 
cannot remain a moment inactive, but is always co-operat- 
ing in the most admirable manner in its own existence, and 
that of as many others as it is capable of producing. Can 
you imagine a^ore exquisitely beautiful law of wisdom and 
goodness in the system of transformation, than that by 
which every thing hastens with rapid career, to renewed, 
.youthful vigor, and is consequently subject to progressive 
alteration from one moment to another ?" T. 
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leave this seat of corruption ; for we are unworthy 
to bold converse with spirits who have not offended 
the Most High.' 

" We thus conversed, and wrapped in profound 
contemplation, gazed with melancholy emotions 
on the earth before us, when a resplendent cloud 
gradually descended. It now rested upon the hill, 
and from it issued a celestial form whose counte- 
nance beamed with majesty and sweetness. We 
liastily arose, and bowing down our heads, ad- 
vanced towards him, when the angel thus addres- 
sed us : ' He whose throne is in heaven has heard 
your conversation. Go,* said he, to me, ' and in- 
form these children of affliction, that I am not cir- 
cumscribed by the boundaries of heaven, but that 
every point of my creation is filled with my pre- 
sence. Who maketh the sun to shine, and who 
guideth the stars in their course? Who causeth 
the earth to bring forth fruits, and day and night 
to follow each other? Who giveth life and breatb 
to all created beings ; who preserveth them ; and 
who preventeth thee from sinking into death a»d 
corruption? I am with thee, salt h the Lord, and 
thy most secret thoughts are known to me.' 

" Thrilled with holy awe, 1 raised my eyes daz- 
zled with the radiance that surrounded me, and 
said : ' How inconceivably great is the mercy of 
the Lord ! In compassion to our misery he sendeth 
his angels to comfort sinners. Ah ! I stand over- 
whelmed with shame, before thee ; I scarcely dare 
to raise my eyes to thee ; but permit me to commu- 
nicate to thee my melancholy forebodings. I feel, 
I perceive with sacred awe, that the presence of the 
Almighty extends to the whole creation. How can 



DEATH OF ABEL, 39 

Converse (ion with the angel. 

beings polluted by sin ask or hope, that he, who is 
purity itself, should more distinctly manifest his 
presence ? But will not my posterity, sinking per- 
haps still deeper into sin, become more wretched, 
and will not their conceptions of the most perfect of 
Beings be enveloped in darkness and obscurity ? 
For, in the same manner as I have fallen, may they 
not likewise fall by degrees into the lowest depths 
of guilt ? When 1 shall be no longer with them to 
testify his goodness, every worm will, it is true, 
proclaim it ; but will not the voice of Nature be 
too weak to make an impression upon the minds of 
men, if the Almighty continues to hide his counte- 
nance from them? This thought it is that con ti^^ 
nually oppresses me.* 

" The celestial being deigned with, benignity 
thus to answer i ' Father of men I he in whom all 
creation lives and moves, will not forsake thy de- 
scendants. Often will their sins provoke him to 
grasp his thunders and to manifest himself in his 
judgments, and sinners, trembling in the dust, shall 
acknowledge the power and the justice of tJieir God.. 
But more frequently will he make himself known by 
his niercies.- When they have wandered from his 
ways he will graciously call them back ; he wUl 
raise up among them holy men, who will enlightea 
their understandings, and lead them from the 
wilderness of error and guilt into the paths of th& 
Lord. He will send prophets among them to an- 
Dounce the judgments or the mercies of the Most- 
High, while, still concealed in the bosom of remote 
futurity; to convince them that Eternal wisdom 
guides and determines evei*y event. Often will he 
speak to them by angels and by miracles; and. 
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there will be some righteous men to whom he will 
himself descend fh)m his throne, till at length the 
great mystery of salvation shall be revealed^ and 
the seed of the woman shall crush the serpent's 
head.' 

" He was silent; the smile of benignity that 
beamed on his countenance emboldened me again 
to address him. Celestial friend ! if a sinner dare 
call thee by that name — yet angels cannot hate 
him whom the Eternal doth not hate, him, to whom 
the infinite mercy of the Lord is so wonderfully 
manifested, that heaven is lost in astonishment, and 
the soul, humbled in the dust, is unable to express 
its gratitude — O, allow me to ask thee, if thou Brt 
permitted to remove the veil of obscurity that en- 
velopes these sacred mysteries. What means the 
Almighty's promise, ' The seed of the woman shall 
crush the serpent's head,' and what imports the 
curse, * Thou shalt die ?' — ' What I am permitted to 
unfold,' answered the angel, ' I will not conceal 
from thee. Know then, Adam, that when thou 
hadst sinned, the voice of God pronounced from 
his throne : * Man is fallen and he shall die.' An 
awful darkness suddenly veiled the eternal throne, 
and solemn silence reigned in heaven. Not long 
prevailed this solemn silence ; the darkness was dis- 
sipated from before the throne, and never before 
was the brightness of his majesty so gloriously dis- 
played to his angels, excepting when his creative 
voice passed forth into the immeasurable void, and 
called those suns and stars into existence. His 
voice again resounded through the regions of hea- 
ven: * I will not turn my face from the sinner; the 
earth shall bear witness to my infinite mercy. The 
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seed of the woman shall crush th^ serpent's head. 
Hell shall not boast its victory and death shall lose 
its prey. Rejoice, ye heavehs !' Thus spake the 
Eternal. The archangels overpowered by the re- 
splendent effulgence of his glory, had sunk before 
it, had not the insupportable radiance of the throne 
been speedily tempered. The inhabitants of hea- 
ven then celebrated the sacred mystery of infinite 
grace. But the manner in which God will accom* 
plish his atonement with sinners is not yet revealed 
to the archangels themselves. We only know^ aiid 
I am permitted to inform thee, that death is de- 
prived of its power ; that it releases the spirit. Which 
in its mortal habitation can have but an imperfect 
knowledge of God, from the weight of the cUrSe ; 
and that while the body moulders in the dust, the 
soul ascends to enjoy like us everlasting bliss. — And 
now hear, what the Lord saith to thee : ' T will be 
gracious to thee and to thy seed, and there shall 
be a sign between us that I will remember this 
great promise. Raise an altar upon this hill ; on 
the annual return of the day I gave thee this pro- 
mise, a flame shall descend ftom heaven and settle 
npon thy altar. Thou shalt then sacrifice a young 
lamb, and the flame shall consume thy offering.* 
And now I have revealed to thee what it is permit- 
ted to created beings to know. I am moreover di- 
rected by the Most High, to shew you, ere I re- 
turn, that ye are not so solitary as you imagine, 
and that this earth, though it has incurred his curse, 
b yet inhabited by pure spirits, who, by the com- 
mand of the Eternal, watch over your safety and 
your happiness.' The angel then approached and 
touched our eyes. Words are too weak to describe 
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the beauties of the scene that opened to our view^ 
The earth was peopled with innumerable celestial 
jpirits^ more beautiful than Eve when she first is- 
sued from the hands of the Eternal, and with soft 
voice awakened me to her embraces. Some bade 
light exhalations to arise from the earth, and bore 
them aloft on expanded wings, that they might de- 
scend in gentle dews and fertilizing showers ; 
others reposed beside the murmuring streams, 
watching lest their springs should fail, and vegeta- 
ble nature be deprived of its humid aliment. Ma- 
ny were dispersed among the meadows and tended 
the growth of frwt8> or painted the opening flow- 
ers with the radiant tints of evening or the azure of 
the sky,, and breathed upon them, that they might 
diffuse balmy odors around ; while others were em- 
ployed in various occupations in the shady groves. 
From their glitterjng wings they wafted gentle 
breezes, which, whispering among the foliage, or 
fanning the fragrant flowers, played upon the sur- 
face of the winding brook and the dimpled lake. 
Some, reposing from their labors, were seated in 
the cooling shade, and, unheard by human ear, 
chanted, in chorus, to their golden harps^ the 
praises of the Most High. Many were walking on 
our hill, or reclining in the shade of our bowers, 
and often regarded us with looks of celestial ten- 
derness ; but our eyes were again overspread with, 
darkness, and the ravishing scene vanished. 

*' These,' said the angel, ' are the tutelary spi- 
rits of the earth. Many of the beauties and won^ 
ders of nature are too delicate and too refined for 
mortal sense; but it is the pleasure of the Creator 
that none of them should be lost^ and they enrap- 
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ture and delight innumerable heavenly beings. 
They are likewise appointed to direct nature in 
faer secret course, to assist her in her various ope- 
rations, according to the immutable laws prescribed 
by the Creator. They are also occupied in pro- 
tecting men and in watching their actions. ; unseen 
they often ward off impending dangers ; they ac- 
company him in all his ways,, and convert apparent 
evils into real benefits. They are the silent wit- 
nesses of thy domestic happiness, and behold thy 
most secret actions with smiles of approbation or 
with mournful displeasure. By their agency the 
Lord will bless nations with abundance, or chastise 
them when they have gone astray with famine and 
distress, that he may recal them by the voice of 
calamity/ 

" Thus spc^e the angel, and again withdrew in- 
to the resplendent cloud, while we knelt down, and, 
filled with inexpressible transport, stammered forth 
with tears, our gratitude to the Eternal for his infi- 
nite mercies. 

" I then built an altar on the brow of the hill, 
and Eve was incessantly employed in creating an 
imitation of Paradise around the sacred spot. All 
the flowers which she found in the meadows and on 
the hills she planted near the altar, and refreshed 
them each morning and evening with pure water 
from the murmuring stream. ' Ye guardian spi- 
rits who hover round me,' she exclaimed, * com- 
plete this work of my hands, for without your aid 
my labors are unavailing ! O ! let these flowers 
bloom here with greater beauty than in their native 
toil, for this place is consecrated to the Lord.' I 
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iheanwhile planted the wide circle of trees^ which 
throw a silent, solemn shade liround the altar. 

*^ Amid these occupations the scorching heats of 
summer passed away ; autumn, with its variegated 
tints iras already at an end ; inclement blasts sue- 
teeded, and the mountains were shrouded in a fog* 
gy niantie. We beheld with grief the joyless ap- 
pearance of Nature and knew not, that the earth, 
exhausted by its profusion, requires the repose of 
"Winter to recruit its strength : for before the fallj 
the flowery spring, the summer and the autumn 
lireht hand in hand, and smiling, bestowed, all at 
the same moment, their rich and various gifts. The 
gloom diffused over the face of nature cohtinued 
to increase ; the plants had withered ; only a few 
solitary flowers still bloomed in the meada and 
around the altar, and drooping, seemed to motim 
their approaching decay ; when furious winds strip- 
ped the trees of their discolored foliage^ shook the 
fruits from the branches, and, accompanied by 
torrents of rain, howled over the desolate plains 
and covered the mountains* melancholy summits 
Vith snow. With painful anxiety we beheld thit 
scene of desolation, believing, that the curse was 
now beginning to take effect on the earth. ' Will 
nature then lose all the remains of her beauty } The 
earth was poor in comparison to Paradise, yet still 
it afforded sufficient of comforts and conveniencies 
to sweeten our lives ; but if the divine malediction 
spreads such devastation over the earth, how 
gloomy, how miserable will be the remainder of our 
days !' Such, at first, were our reflections ; but we 
soon encouraged each other to banish from our 
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hearts every discontented thought^ and to trust 
vith devout reliance in the Lord. We now col- 
lected a store of fruits; these we dried on the 
hearth to preserve them from corruption and de« 
cay ; and I strengthened our hut that it might pio» 
tect us from the storms and the rain. In the mean 
time our little flock wandered cheerlessly on ' the 
hill^ in quest of the scanty herl;>age which sprang 
forth from amidst the desolation. I often went my- 
self to the meads and hills to collect a supply of 
food for them in their fold. Slowly iind heavily 
passed the days of this rainy and tempestuous sea- 
son ; but the enlivening sun soon returned and dissi* 
pated the gloomy clouds, while gentler winds 
chaced the lingering mists from the mountains. 
Nature again began to smile in youthful beauty ; 
the earth was covered with lovely verdure ; a vari- 
egated multitude of flowers decked the meads and 
expanded to the sun's genial influence; the bushes 
and trees glowed with innumerable blossoms, and 
joy and gladness reigned throughout all nature. 
Thus blooming spring, the gay morning of the year, 
revisited the earth ; among all the trees of the 
groves none flourished with so much beauty as 
those which I had planted round the altar, and Eve 
with joyful surprise beheld the flowers she had 
planted near the sacred spot, again revive or push 
forth tender shoots. In vain, my children, should 
I attempt to describe our extacy ; full of inexpres- 
sible joy we approached the altar ; the sun poured 
his purest radiance on the sacred spot ; all nature 
seemed to join in the praise of the Lord ; the flow- 
ers filled the air with the most delicious odors, and 
the trees strewed the altar with their variegated 
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blossoms. The little winged inhabitants of the 
grass chirped forth their joy, and the birds inces- 
santly warbled from the lofty branches. We knelt 
down ; tears of joy falling from our eyes, mingled 
with the morning dew on the flowers ; our fervent 
thanksgiving ascended to the Grod of nature, to that 
God who is goodness itself, and who, from apparent 
evil, bringeth forth good. 

** I now began to cultivate a little field on the 
kill, and to sow in the earth the seeds I had col- 
lected, or to transplant to the hiH the fruit-trees I 
found scattered over the adjacent country : and na- 
ture, chance or reflection, often furnished me with 
means and inventions for alleviating my toils. Often 
too did my ignorance of the proper seasons, and of 
the soils suitable for different plants, render my la- 
bors abortive. Often has my imagination in vain 
attempted to discover some little contrivance to 
ease my fatigues, and ^till oftener should I have 
failed, had not guardian angels whispered to my 
soul. 

*' One morning as at early dawn, I looked out of 
my hut towards'the altar, I perceived the flame of 
the Lord blazing upon it amidst the dim twilight ; 
the approaching sun gilded the column of ascend- 
ing smoke. * Eve !* I exclaimed, ' this is the an- 
niversary of the great promise. Behold, the flame 
of the Lord has descended upon our altar ; let us 
hasten forth. This day shall be sacred to the Lord^ 
and every other labor must cease. Go thou and 
collect the fairest flowers to strew over the sacrifice 
and I will slaughter the youngest of our lambs.' I 
went, my children, and slaughtered the youngest 
and fairest of our flock ; it was the first living crea- 
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ture I had killed. O, what a dreadful sight! Hor* 
ror chilled my blood, and my arm would have re- 
fused its office, had not the sacred command of the 
Lord, given me courage as it moaned under my 
trembling hands ; the convulsive movements of its 
quivering limbs gradually grew fainter, till at 
length it lay lifeless at my feet. Painful forebod- 
ings thrilled my soul ; but I laid it upon the altar» 
and Eve strewed it with fragrant flowers. We knelt 
with devout awe before the altar ; our praises and 
thanksgivings ascended to the Lord, who so gra- 
ciously remembered his promises ; a sacred still- 
ness reigned around, as when the earth hallows 
the presence of its Creator, and our ears were ra- 
vished with the soft strains of celestial music, 
which according angels mingled with our prayers. 
The flame having consumed the sacrifice, expired 
on the altar, and a heavenly perfume was disused 
around. 

** Not long, my children, after the sacred festi- 
val of the solemn reconciliation, I was returning at 
sun-set up the hill, to repose from my labor, by the 
side of my beloved. I sought her in the hut and 
in the shady bower, and found her seated, faint 
and exhausted, by the stream, with thee, my first- 
born, lying on her bosom. The pains of child- 
birth had overtaken her while employed in her gen- 
tle labors by the stream. She 'bedewed thee with 
tears of joy, and smiling on me as I approached : 
■* I salute thee, father of men !* she exclaimed. 
* The Lord hath supported me in my pains, and I 
have brought forth this son. When my eyes first 
beheld him, I called him Cain. O my first-born ! 
the Lord hath graciously looked down upon the 
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hour of thy birth ; to his praise may all thy 
be dedicated ! How weak> how helpless is th< 
spring of woman ! But mayst thou flourish, 
the opening flower in spring ; may thy life I 
acceptable Incense to the Lord !' Tears of joy 
wise overflowed my eyes ; I took thee gently ii 
arms : * I salute thee, mother of men !' said 
' blessed be the Lord who supported thee ir 
hour of affliction ! I salute thee, Cain, the fii 
human beings, that with pain has been boi 
woman ! I salute thee, the first of mankind, 
entered into life to leave it by death ! O < 
look down with compassion from heaven oi 
feeble creature ; shed thy influence benign oi 
morning of his life. How delightful will it 
me, to instruct his youthful mind in the wpndc 
thy grace ! Each morning and each evening 
his infant lips sound forth thy praise. Yes, mi 
of men ! thus shall thy offspring flourish ar 
thee ! Solitary like thee, stood yon myrtle, til 
lovely children sprang up around the mat 
stem. Oft as spring renewed her beauties, a 
progeny smiled around her early offspring, 
now a fragrant grove encompasses the parent- 
Thus my beloved, (doth not the pleasing pro: 
mitigate thy pangs ?) thus will our children n 
ply around this hill. We shall then survey 
this eminence, their peaceful habitations sj 
over the plains. If death doth not snatch u 
early from their midst, we shall see them, lik 
industrious bees, afford each other mutual a 
ance in procuring the necessaries, the convenii 
and the comforts of life. Often shall we des 
from this hill to visit our children's children in 
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habitations and under their fruitful shades, to re- 
late to them the wonders of the Lord, to encourage 
them in the practice of virtue and piety, to partici- 
pate in their joys, and to console them under afflic- 
tions. Then shall we, from our hill, behold a thou- 
sand altars smoke around ; the ascending incense 
shall envelope us in sacred clouds ; and through 
them shall our prayers arise.for the whole human 
race. And on the solemn day of reconciliation-, 
when the fire of heaven descends on the first sacred 
altar, then shall they all assemble on the hill ; in 
their midst we will offer up the accustomed sacri- 
fice, while they kneel in an extended circle around 
us/ Thus I spoke, while my heart glowed with 
soft emotion, and with tender affection I kissed 
thy infant cheek, my son ! Thy mother then re- 
ceived thee in her feeble arms, and having assisted 
her to rise from the flowery turf, I supported her to 
our hut. Thy little limbs soon acquired strength 
and activity ; joy beamed from thine eyes, and 
smiles played upon thy cheeks. Thou wast already 
able to sport with tender feet among the flowers ; 
thy little lips already began to lisp thy infant 
thoughts, when Eve brought forth Mehala, thy 
spouse. With joy thou dancedst around the little 
stranger, kissedst her, and coveredst her with new 
blown flowers. Eve then brought forth thee, Abel^ 
and lastly, thee, Thirza, his beloved. O, what 
transport filled our hearts, when we beheld your 
youthful sports and innocent pleasures ; when we 
saw your tender minds essay their unfolding pow- 
ers and gradually arrive at maturity. Then, with 
anxious care, we watched over you, to guard your 
passions and inclinations from every pernicious in- 

E 
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fluence> that, like the tender shoots in spring, they 
might flourish, and jointly diffuse around the fra- 
grant incen$^ of virtue. For, while as infants ye 
yet sported at my knees, I perceived that the mind 
of man brought forth in sin, like the earth cursed 
by the Almighty, requires cultivation, and that the 
utmost vigilance and care are necessary to train it 
in the paths of virtue. And now ye are grown up 
from tender shrubs to fruitful trees : blessed be the 
Lord for his innumerable mercies to us all ! May 
tender love and pure virtue ever dwell in your 
hearts, and the blessing and favor of heaven will 
continually rest on your habitations !" 

Adam was silent. As when a gentle youth wan- 
ders in the grey twilight of morning, by the side of 
his beloved, and listens to the song of the nightin- 
gale, whose tender strains alone interrupting the 
universal silence, accord with their feelings and 
draw tears from their eyes ; long after the warbler 
has ceased her melodious notes the enraptured pair 
continue to listen ; so they remained for a consider- 
able time listening in mute .attention around the 
husband and the father. Every part of his narra- 
tive had excited their sympathy; sometimes the 
tears bedewed their pallid cheeks; at. others they 
glowed with gaiety and smiles. They then expres- 
sed their gratitude to the father of men ; Cain like- 
wise returned thanks ; but he, unmoved, had nei- 
ther wept nor smiled. 



! 
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BOOK III. 



ConTersation of Abel and Tbirza — Conversation of Cain 
andMehala — Anaaielech — ^His Journey to the earth — 
His Soliloquy — He pitches upon Cain as a fit instrument 
for the execution of his horrid designs — Adam's illness — > 
His address to his family — ^AfBiction of Eve — ^Abel's 
Prayer — He receives from an angel flowers and herbs 
with directions how to use them for the relief of his fa- 
ther — Envy of Cain — ^Adam returns thanks to the Al- 
mighty for his recovery — Cain and Abel offer sacrifices 
on the occasion — Soliloquy of Cain. 

XhEY now lefbthe bower. Abel tenderly era- 
braced his brother, and each pair pursued their 
moon-light way to their respective habitations. 
*' What pleasure fills my soul !" exclaimed Abest;, 
embracing his beloved ; " my brother, my dear 
brother is no longer estranged from me — he will 
love me! With what delight I beheld the tears 
which to-day. bedewed his cheeks ! No, not so 
grateful are the dews of spring to the flowers, as 
those tears were to me. The storm which raged 
within his bosom is calmed; tranquillity and. joy 
are .restored to us. Thou who, with infinite benig- 
nity, watchedst over the first of men, while they 
were the solitary inhabitants of the spacious earth, 
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O chase from his bosom every tumultuous passion, 
that they may never resume their empire in his 
soul !" 

Thirza embraced him ; soft rapture beamed from 
her countenance ; " The gentle rain," said she, " is 
not so refreshing to the parched fields, nor was the 
return of spring after the first melancholy winter 
60 delightful to the lonely inhabit^ts of tb« earth, 
as were to me the tears of our brother's returning 
love I O blissful hour ! Ycnith and gaiety again sit 
on our parents' brows ; every bosom is filled with 
delight and jpy . O blessed moment ! Nature seems 
to glow with more than usual beauty, and thy 
beams, thou silent moon, are to me more soft and 
soothing !" Thus did sh^ pour forth the efifusions of 
her joy. 

In the mean time C$iin, accompanied by his Me- 
hala, proceeded towards his hut. She gazed on 
him with tenderness, pressed his hand to her lips 
and said: ** What gloom, my beloved, overspreads 
thy brow } Cannot the tranquillity restored to thy 
bosom, impart serenity to thine eyes and cheerful- 
ness to thy countenance ! it is true thy firmer mind 
has ever been more reserved in the expression of thy 
pleasures, which thy heart enjoys in silence. But, 
what joy played on every cheek, what rapture 
beamed from every eye, when thou, my beloved, 
with fraternal affection, embracedst thy brother, 
when the Almighty blessed thee from his eternal 
throne and hovering angels shed tears of transport 
around us ! Suffer me, my beloved, by the tender 
affection that glows within my breast, by the soft 
rapture that overflows my heart, suffer me to press 
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thee to my bosom I"* She said, and pressed him 
with fervor to her throbbing breast. 

Cain returned her embrace and said : '' I am 
offended— yes, I am displeased at your excessive 
joy. Does it not seem to say to me: ^Cain is 
amended ; hitherto he has be^i a vdcked man, he 
hated his brother?' Ridiculous! shall it be con- 
cluded that I vras vicious, that I hated my brother, 
because I did not continually pursue htm with tears 
and embraces? Never, no, never did I hate mv 
brother; but that softness^ that effeminacy with 
which he stole from me ail your hearts, this it was 
that filled me with disgust ! And, Mehala ! it is not 
without cause that care clouds my brow. How 
great was our father's imprudence in relating to us 
the history of his shameful fall and all its unhappy 
consequences ! Why should we know, and be so 
often told, that through his and Eve's disobedience 
we have forfeited Paradise,, that through their 
crime we are overwhelmed with misery ? Were we 
ignorant of this, we should more patiently endure 
our wretchedness,, unconscious of the loss we have 
sustained." Mehala repressed the teai*s with which 
grief filled her eyes, and looked at her husband to 
discover whether she might venture to reply. " O 
my beloved !" said she, with gentle accents, " be 
not angry ! I cannot restrain my tears. Forgive 

* The poet could not more impressively or more strongly 
have described the ragged and unbending disposition of 
Cain than by the concluding words of JVIehala's address. 
Before she begins to speak, she only ventures to press his 
hand to her lips ; and at lengthy in the most pathetic man- 
ner, implores permission to embrace him, — a favor which we 
may rationally conclude had often been denied her. T. 
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me if I implore thee not to suffer the scattered 
clouds of melancholy again to gather over thy head ; 
and not to convert those things which should Jead 
thee to contemplate the infinite grace and mercy of 
the Almighty into sources of misery and wretched- 
ness ! Reproach not our affectionate father and our 
indulgent mother, for relating the wonders which 
God has performed for fallen men, in order to 
inspire our souls with the warmest gratitude, and 
with devout resignation. O, reproach them not ! — 
them, who behold with inexpressible anguish'every 
tear of sorrow, who are deeply afflicted by every 
gesture in us that bespeaks pain or grief. Resist, 
my Jbeloved, O resist returning discontent ; suffer it 
not again to take possession of thy heart, and to 
obscyre thy days and ours with melancholy gloom ?* 
She was silent, and with tearful eyes gazed ten- 
derly on him ; a smile tempered the sternness of 
his countenance. ** I will resist returning discon- 
tent ; embrace me my beloved, never more shall it 
obscure your days and mine with mdancholy 
gloom !" He said, and pressed Mehala in his em- 
brace.* 

Long had Anamelech (by that name he was 
known in hell) observed the conduct of Cain : 
though a spirit of an inferior class, yet in pride and 
ambition he was equal to Satan. Often forsaking 
■■■— "^"^■"■■"~— "^^■"— ^~— "■^■— ■ ' ' ' " ' I 

• We have here a charming picture of the irresistible 
influence of a virtuous and accomplished woman over the 
most savage disposition. Cain had heard unmoved the 
pathetic narrative of Adam, he had beheld unmoved the 
transports of the happy family on his reconciliation with his 
brother ; but his soul was not proof against the tears and 
tender remonstrances of Mehala. T. 
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his despised associates he withdrew into solitudes^ 
where streams of sulphur crept through the parched 
land^ between vast, smoking rocks, whose black 
summits were shrouded in eternal tempests. The 
tremendous reflection which the flames that blazed 
beyond the mountains threw upon the clouds, shed 
a dusky twilight over his gloomy path. When hell 
with tumultuous shouts of triumph congratulated 
her king, when, returning from the new creation, 
he proudly related from his throne how he had se- 
duced the new-formed pair, and had obliged the 
Lord of heaven to pronounce upon them the decree 
of death ; the black poison of envy rankled in the 
bosom of Anamelech. ' Shall only he, and those 
who are proudly seated around his throne, enjoy 
honor and applause, while I unnoticed, am con- 
founded among the contemptible multitude con- 
signed to the obscurity of hell ? No — I will do such 
deeds as shall fill hell with astonishment ;1 Satan, 
like the lowest spirit shall pronounce my name with 
reverence f Thus he thought^ and in solitude medi- 
tated projects for desolating the earth, for spread- 
ing misery and wretchedness among the human 
race. These he executed with such success that 
even hell itself he^rd his name with horror. It was 
he who in a later age, excited a ruthless king to de- 
stroy the innocent infants of Bethlehem ; smiling, 
he beheld the human fiends, who dashed those 
baples^ victims against the walls dripping with 
their blood, or plunged the reeking swords into 
their bosoms, while in the trembling arms of their 
shrieking mothers. He hovered, exulting, over 
the lofty pinnacles of the town, listening to the 
cries of the dying infants and the lamentations of 
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their disconsolate mothers; with infernal joy he 
saw the mutilated limbs of the little mangled vio 
tims scattered around, and trampled under the 
feet of their murderers ; and beheld their mothers, 
fathers, brothers and sisters rolling, in the bitterness 
of anguish, in their innocent blood. 

" I will arise>" he exclaimed, ** I will ascend 
to the earth. I will learn the import of the sen- 
tence : ' Thou shalt die.' — J will go and accelerate 
the destruction of man." Then passing through the 
portals of hell, he pursued the path which Satan 
had first traced through the awful empire of Chaos 
and ancient Night.* As when a corsair equipped 
for depredation, steers with full sail through the 
wide-extended sea, till arriving at night on Hespe* 
ria's coasts, the pirates surprize the tranquil inhabi- 
tants of some peaceful village, and carry off its 
active youths, while parents, sisters and disconsolate 
brides, with weepi'hg eyes pursue from the shore 
the lessening bark of the merciless ravishers — thus 
did Anamelech with rapid pace, long continue his 
course through the darksome empire of night. At 
length arrived on the frontiers of the creation, the 
exterior orbs afforded him a gleaming light. As 
he, who meditating some horrible murder, repairs 
in the dead of the night to the metropolis, which 
lies before hiiii in the plain illumined by ten thou- 
sand lamps, cautiously advances, anxious to avoid 
the light ; so Anamelech with equal timidity tra- 
versed the regions of created space. Having dis- 



* In allusion to Satan's journey to the earth so admira- 
bly described in the second book of Milton's Paradise 
Lost. T. 



DEATH OF ABEL. 57 

Soliloquy of Anamelech. 

covered the earth he hesitated not long to seek the 
ahode of man ; his piercing eye soon perceived it, 
and he alighted in a shady thicket. " A^d this,* 
said he, " is the earth v^hich the Almighty has 
cursed ; at a distance I beheld Paradise guarded 
by flaming swords ; — a delightful spot resembling 
the celestial regions ; this they have forfeited for 
ever ! But this earth is not a hell ; perhaps by abject 
prayers they have appeased his anger; perhaps 
their coarser frames are subjected to pains and 
afflictions, of which celestial spirits and etherial sub* 
stances are not susceptible; for here 1 could be 
happy, but for the hell which I carry within my 
bosom. — I see celestial spirits walking amidst these 
shades ; I must endeavor to elude their observation, 
lest they defeat all my designs. On yon hill I per- 
ceive the family of sinners, but they do not appear 
to be wretched ; perhaps their misery commences 
with death ; — mine be the task to hasten its arrival. 
I will tempt them to such deeds — for it appears 
their hearts are open to every seduction ; and if 
Satan's simple artifice succeeded in corrupting them, 
while they were yet perfect, how much more easily 
will they fall now, in their present degraded state, 
now that they are laden with the malediction of 
their God ! I will tempt them to such deeds, that 
their heavenly guardians shall forsake the earth 
with horror, and that he who created them shall 
annihilate them with his thunders, or precipitate 
them into the abyss of hell ; then from the black 
shores shall we witness, with shouts of triumph 
shall we witness these favorites, of heaven, strug- 
gling amid the flaming billows ! In yon field 
stands one of them, who bears on his brow the 
marks of gloomy discontent; if I may trust the 
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features of his countenance he is a proper instrument 
for executing my de8igns4 I will approach him ; 
I will make myself acquainted with all his propen- 
sities and all his thoughts." 

The evil spirit had hovered over Cain and hi 
wife and had listened to their conversation. They 
had scarcely entered their hut, when he stopped and 
with a sneer exclaimed : '' Suffer not the scattered 
clouds of melancholy again to gather over thy 
head : let not returning discontent take possession 
of thy heart ! — No — what is good shall never spring 
up in that ungrateful soil ; I will destroy it. And 
the clouds of discontent will I collect over thy 
head, dark and thick as those which shroud in im- 
penetrable gloom the summits of the infernal moun- 
tains. Indeed the task is easy ! thou recallest them 
thyself ; I have only to assist thee ! Delightful em- 
ploy ! I will assist thee to accumulate them over 
thy brows; misery, wretchedness, new and yet 
nameless wretchedness shall overwhelm mankind ; 
the remainder of thy days shall be veiled in darker 
gloom, black as the night on which no morning 
dawns, shrouding the regions of hell." 

The lovely morning sun again returned, inspiring 
cheerfulness and joy. Cain had already seized his 
implements of husbandry and was going to his 
field; Abel had tenderly saluted him, and was 
about to conduct his flock to the dewy mead, and 
Mehala and Thirza were preparing to go to the 
garden that surrounded the altar, when Eve with 
sorrowful aspect quitted her habitation. With an- 
xious solicitude they all advanced to meet their 
weepmg mother, and to inquire the cause of her 
sorrow. Eve, gazing on them with eyes bedewed 
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with tears^ in broken accents replied : " Alas, my 
children ! did you not hear dreadfiil groans issue 
from our dwelling? Acute pains came in the night 
upon your father ; he now struggles with 4he agony 
which pierces all his bones, he strives to restrain 
every sigh that escapes from his oppressed bosora^ 
stifles all complaints and endeavors to console me. 
Alas! my children, dark forebodings distract my 
soul, and my tortured heart refuses all consolation. 
Often when he lies still without sighing, he appears 
to be lost in serious contemplation ; he then moans 
with agony, cold dews stand upon his forehead and 
the tears he had repressed burst in torrents from his 
eyes. Apprehensions— the most terrible apprehen- 
sions, oppress my shuddering soul. Support, my 
children, your wretched mother, and let us go to 
the hut V* She now reclined weeping on Mehala's 
shoulder, and accompanied by the mournful tiaia 
of her children, returned to her habitation. 

They stood sorrowfully around the bed of their 
father ; he now lay more tranquil, and his counte* 
nance and his gestures evinced 'that, amidst the ex- 
cruciating sufferings he endured, his soul was still 
master of itself. He gazed on the mourners with a 
tender smile, and said: " My beloved children, 
the hand of the Lord hath afflicted me with pain 
and anguish, which prey upon my vitals. Blessed 
be his name, whose wisdom governs all things. If 
he has ordained these pains to dissolve the bands 
that unite mj soul to this body, and it be his will 
that this mortal frame should return to its native 
dust, with devout resignation I will await the awful 
hour, and even in my expiring moments I will praise 
him, the Lord of life and death. My soul, deli- 
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vered from the body oppressed by the Creator's 
curse, will then be able to praise him in more ele^ 
vated strains. Yes, Almighty Being ! with such 
encouraging hopes thou inspirest the soul of a mor^ 
tal ! It is just that I should be the first to give back 
my dust to its parent earth ; but O God ! be thou 
my support, let cheering hopes enliven my soul ; 
forsake, O forsake me not in the avrful hour of my 
dissolution, when the last tremor thrills my frame * 
Afflict me not Eve, and you, my beloved children, 
with your excessive grief. O, how ye stand over- 
whelmed with deep, with silent sorrow, ! ah ! dis^ 
tress me not I beseech you with the sight of your 
anguish. Perhaps these pains are but the forc' 
runners of the gradual approach of death, whose 
arrival may be deferred to a distant hour ; perhaps 
the Lord will remove the pains with which I am 
now afflicted. But prepare your souls, that they 
may not sink beneath the weight of grief, if he 
should be pleased to call my spirit fh>m its dust, if 
he should summon me away from this earth and 
separate me from you." The father of men paused, 
tears bedewed his cheeks, as with silent emotion he 
gazed on his family."^ His eyes were Axed succes- 
sively on each, but longest and most sorrowfully on 

• Every reader of sensibility mast agree that this afTect- 
ing pause of Adam speaks with more impressive eloquence 
to the heart than the strongest language. In many parts 
of the pathetic scene described in this book> the author 
doubtless had a surer guide than imagination. He copied 
from nature ; and many of the sentiments he here intro- 
duces wefe.probab)y those which a similar occasion suggest- 
ed to himself and his family. The same subject is known to 
hsve famished him with the idea of one of his Idyls. T. 
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£Te. He then continued : '' It is true the sight of 
the death of the first sinner will be awful and horri- 
ble. May he support you who in our wretched* 
ness never forsook us^ and who, in that trying hour, 
^ill not forsake me. Now leave me, my children, 
go and pray for me ; perhaps a soft slumber may 
refresh my weary limbs.'* 

The father of men was silent, and his weeping 
children stooped to kiss his feeble hand. ** Yetf, 
father," said they, " we will go and offer up our 
ardent supplications for thee ; may softest slumbers 
recruit thy exhausted strength, and O may our pray- 
ers be accepted ; and before thou shalt awake may 
the Lord remove the pains by which thou art 
afflicted !" 

Suppressing their sighs, they went from his bed, 
and left the cottage ; Eve only remained. *^ I will 
now endeavor to slumber," said Adam*; '^ O weep 
mit, thou dear object of my love! or my renewed 
affliction will chase repose far from me.'* He now 
covered his face with the skins which composed his 
couch, anxious to conceal from his wife the anguish 
which overwhelmed his tortured soul. ** Is this,*' 
thought he, *^ is this the awfitl hour ? Yes, it must 
be ; and with what horrors it is accompanied ! O 
God ! O God ! forsake not an expiring sinner. But 
temble as thou art, how sweet would be the conso- 
lation, wert thou even clothed in still greater terrors, 
if my death could exempt my offspring from the 
punishment of my crime. But no; on all that are 
bom of woman thou wilt once pour forth these hor- 
rors, this awful gloom ; for what but a race of nM>r- 
tal sinners can issue from my loins ? All who re- 
ceive iife from me shall die ! shall, Hke me, be 
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torn from the objects of their fondest afTection, from 
those who impart to life its noblest pleasures* O 
Eve, my beloved ! how wilt thou once weep over 
.my senseless dust ! O awful, O tremendous idea ! 
will not my inanimate relies tremble, when forlorn 
orphans deplore the loss of tender parents ; when 
helpless parents weep over an only son, the support 
of their old age; when the brother mourns his sis- 
ter, when the fond wife laments the husband of her 
affection, or the bride with frantic anguish bewails 
the youth she loved. O curse me not, my children ! 
curse not my mouldering dust ! It is just that the 
hour of death should be armed with terrors ; it is just 
that we should feel the whole weight of the divine 
malediction in our expiring moments — those mo- 
ments which remove us irom this life of sin, for it 
is death that delivers us from the ciu^e, and con- 
veys our spirits into the regions- of bliss. O curse 
not then my mouldering dust, my children ! No, 
this life is not life ; it is but a restless dream, a fore- 
taste of existence. Disperse then, ye clouds which 
darken my soul ! By death I shall be removed into 
life, where I will "wait to receive them with the fond- 
ness of a father, who, having first awaked on a beau- 
teous 'morning of spring, enjoys the cheering rays 
of the morning sun, till the objects of his affection 
rise from their slumbers and rush into his embraces." 
Such were the nieditations of Adam, till a sofl slum- 
ber stole upon him, and brought with it tranquillity 
and ease. 

In the mean time. Eve sat in an agony of grief by 
his side ; she wept, and in a low voice, lest she 
should disturb the slumberer's repose, thus gave 
vent to her anguish : " O what misery do I expe- 
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rience ! On me, on me pour forth a double portion 
of affliction, O curse, thou consequence of sin ! All 
the pangs, all the wretchedness you endure, ye 
much-loved objects, I brought upon you ; it was I 
who first sinned. If thou diest— O how I tremble ! 
what horror chills my blood — can the last expiring 
pang be more terrible? O Adam, if I who in* 
volved thee in misery am doomed to behold thee 
expire, in thy last agonies cast not on me a glance 
of scorn or indignation ; and curse me not, O my 
children, curse not your wretched mother ! It is 
true no reproaches have yet escaped your lips, but 
is not every sigh that heaves your bosoms, every 
tear that bedews your cheeks a cutting reproach ? 
Listen, O Almighty Being ! listen to my earnest 
supplications ; remove the pains that afflict him ; or, 
if they are the forerunners of death, if— horrible 
idea ! his body is to return to its native dust, in 
mercy separate me not from him ; let me die by 
his side ; let my soul first depart, that I may not 
witness his agonies ; it was I who first transgress- 
ed ."* Eve was silent, and wept in bitter anguish 
by the couch of the slumberer. 

Cain repaired to his fields ; the tears were dried 
from his cheeks. ** I could not refrain from weep- 
ing," said he on the way, " as I stood by the couch of 
my father : his sighs and his words pierced my very 
soul. But — 1 hope he will not die. O God ! pre- 
serve the life of my beloved parent ! I was unable 
to forbear weeping ; but I could not melt to such 
effeminate tenderness as my brother. Will they 
still say that my disposition is rugged and unbend- 
ing ? Will they imagine that I love my father less 
than Abel, because I did not sob like him ? I love 
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my father^ — love him as tenderly a» he ; but I can- 
not command my tears to flow.'' 

Abelf oppressed with sorrow^ wandered in the 
mead ; tears still streamed from his eyes. Casting 
himself on the earth> he concealed his face against 
the turf^ whose flowers he bedewed with his tearsj^ 
and addressed this prayer to the Almighty : 

*' O thou, who, with infinite wisdom and goodness, 
presidest over the destiny of mortals, accept the 
humble tribute of my praise ! I venture to suppli* 
cate thee in our distress, for thou hast permitted 
the sinner to relieve his heart by pouring forth hii 
sorrows to thee. Can it be expected that thou 
shouldst reverse the decrees of thy wisdom in com- 
pliance with the intreaties of a miserable worm \ 
Wise and good are thy dispensations, O Lord ! ] 
only pray for strength and fortitude to endure oui 
affliction. But, if it seemeth good to thy wisdom, 
restore to us — O restore to the afflicted wife her hus- 
band ; to her who weeps disconsolate by his sidej 
restore him, who shared with her joy and sorrow, 
and in whom her life is bound up. Restore to hit 
mourning children their beloved parent, and defei 
to a distant period the hour of his death. At th^ 
command, O Lord ! pain and anguish shall be r& 
moved ; the effusions of devout rapture and heart- 
felt gratitude shall ascend tp thee from the habita- 
tions of mortals. Suffer him who gave us life to re- 
main longer among us ; permit him still to declare 
to us thy infinite mercies, to instruct his children's 
children to lisp thy praise ! But, if thy wisdom 
have decreed that he shall die— O pardon me, ii 
my tongue falters and my soul shudders at the 
painful thought — if my father must die— support 
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him in the awful hour of dissolution ! forgive our 
tears, our anguish and lamentations ; impart strength 
a ad comfort to out afflicted bosoms. Forsake us 
not in our distress, preserve us from sinking under 
the weight of calamity, so that even in our misery 
we may praise the dispensations of thy wisdom !" 

Thus prayed Abel ; bowed in the deepest humi- 
lity, he still remained prostrate on the earth, when 
ke heard a rustling noise, and balmy odors per- 
^med the air. He raised his head from the ground, 
smd a guardian angel, beaming with celestial beau- 
ty, stood before him^ A garland of roses entwined 
kis brow, his entile was lovely as the dawn of the 
spring morning. " Friend !'* said he in gentle ac- 
cents, " the Lord hath graciously listened to thy 
prayer. He hath commanded me to assume a ma7 
terial form, and to convey to you comfort and re- 
lief in your affliction. The eternal wisdom, which 
incessantly watches over the welfare of every crea- 
ted being, whose care is equally extended to the 
creeping worm and to the empyreal seraph, has in 
mercy commanded the earth to produce from its bo- 
som remedies for the relief of its inhabitants, whose 
bodies are now subject to pains, infirmities, and all 
tiie noxious influences which nature, since the 
curee, exercises upon them. Receive, my friend ! 
these flowers and herbs ; they possess healing qua- 
lities. Go, boil them in pure water from the spring, 
administer the draught, and restore health to thy 
suffering father." 

The angel gave him the flowers and herbs and 
disappeared. Abel, filled with unutterable trans- 
port, stood motionless. " O God !" he cried, 
" what ami, a sinner in the dust, that thou shouldst 
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thus graciously listen to my supplication? Ho?r 
can a mortal thank thee ? How can he sufficiently 
extol thy infinite mercies, when the powers of the 
celestial choirs are inadequate to record thy praise V* 
Joy gave wings to his feet > he hastened to his hut, 
and, with, eager impatience, prepared the healing 
beverage. He flew with it to the habitation of his 
father, where Eve sat weeping beside his couch, 
while Thirza and Mehala ftood overwhelmed with 
grie^ by Jier side. They beheld with astonish- 
ment his eager haste, the joy that sparkled in his 
eyes and the smile that played on his cheeks. '' My 
dear mother, tny beloved sisters !" he exclaimed, 
" return thanks to the Lord, dry the tears of sor- 
row from your eyes ; the Almighty has listened to 
our supplications, and has sent us relief. An angel 
appeared to me as I prayed in the meadow, and 
gave me herbs of healing power. ^ Boil them,* 
said he, ' in pure water, administer the draught, 
and restore health to thy suffering father.' The^ 
heard him with rapturous astonishment, and their 
lips overflowed with gratitude and praise. Adam^ 
having taken the fragrant draught, raised himself 
on his couch, and with fervent devotion retiwned 
thanks to the Lord ; then taking his son's hand, he 
pressed it tenderly to his lips^ bedewed it with 
tears, and said ; *' Blessed be thou, my son, by- 
whom the Lord has sent me relief; whose. pure vir- 
tue is acceptable to him, and to whose prayers he 
vouchsafes to listen. Blessed be thou, my son !** 
£ve and her daughters likewise embraced him by 
whom the Almighty had sent relief and comfort. 

While this scene was passing in Adam's habita- 
tioBj Cain returned from the field. *' Anxious 
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apprehensions torment me," said he ; " I will go 
to my father^s dwelling, perhaps my assistance may 
be wanted : perhaps, alas, he may expire, and I 
shall not receive a parting blessing from his lips/^ 
He, therefore, hastened from the field, and beheld 
with astonishment the general transports and the 
endearments bestowed on his brother, on whom he 
heard his father pronounce his blessing. Mehala 
joyfully advanced to meet him, and throwing her- 
self into his arms, related how the Lord had sent 
relief by the hand of Abel. Cain approached his 
father's bed, kissed his hand, and said : '* I salute 
thee, father ! Praised be the Lord who has agaia 
restored thee to us ! But hast thou no blessing for 
me, father ? Thou hast blessed him by whom the 
Lord sent relief; bless me too, thy first-born, my 
father V* Adam, gazing on him with tenderness, 
pressed his son's hand in his. ** O Cain ! Cain !" 
said he, " blessed be thou,, my first-bom ! May 
the grace of the I^rd descend upon thee ! May 
peace ever dwell in thy bosom, and undisturbed 
tranquillity in thy soul V Cain then advancing to 
his brother, embraced him ; for he felt that he 
could not avoid it as every one else had embraced 
him with transports of tenderness. He left the hut, 
and retiring into the darksome recesses of a grove,* 
he paused to give vent to the gloomy ideas that per- 
vaded his soul. ** Tranquillity, undisturbed tran- 



* The poet well knew that the mind eagerly seeks those 
scenes and situations that are congenial with the sentiments 
and passions by which it is occupied. Hence the predilec- 
tion -^f the gloomy mind of Cain at this moment, for the 
darksome recesses of the grove. T. 

f2 
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^uillity !" he repeated : '^ how is it possible ? — how 
can 1 enjoy tranquillity ? Was I not obliged to im- 
plore the blessing which unasked he bestowed on 
my brother ? It is true, I am the first-born, a glo- 
rious privilege ! unfortunate wretch that 1 am ! I 
have the first right to misery and contempt. By 
the hands of my brother, the Lord sent relief; he 
18 always favored with the means pf acquiring a su- 
perior portion of their affection. How should they 
regard me whom the Lord hath disregarded, and 
whom the angels pass by unheeded > They appear 
not to me, they pass me with contempt ; yes, whcfn 
I spend my strength in the labors of the field, and 
the sweat pours from my sun^burnt brow, they pass 
jne with contempt, to seelc him whose delicate 
hands are employed in playing with the flowers, 
or who idly reclines by the side of his flock, or 
from excessive tenderness weeps because the setting 
sun tinges the clouds with crimson, or because the 
dew glitters on the variegated herbage. Woe to 
me, that I should be the first-born ! on me alone the 
full weight of the malediction appears to have fal- 
len. For him all nature smiles ; I alone earn my 
bread by the sweat of my brow; I alone am mise- 
rable !" Wrapped in these gloomy meditations he 
wandered in the grove. 

The sun was setting behind the blue hills, his de- 
parting rays lingered on the summits of the mountains, 
and tinged the clouds with glowing crimson, when 
Adam said : " The sun is retiring behind the hills ; 
I will go out into the verdant arbour before our hut, 
and ere the day closes I will return thanks to the 
Lord who has relieved my affliction.'' He arose 
from his bed ; youthful vigor animated his limbs. 
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and EveaHdhei: daughters accompanied him into 
the bower before the hut. The landscape still' 
glowed with the soft tints of sun-set, and Adam, 
kneeling down^ contemplated with rapture the love* 
iy scene. " Here, almighty Being !" said he with 
fervent gratitude and devotion, " here I again ap- 
pear before thee, to praise thy unspeakable good-^ 
tiess ! Ye pains, that racked my limbs and. like fire 
consumed my vitals, whither are ye fled? But, 
amidst the violence of my anguish, my soul trusted 
in the Lord ; he listened to our supplications, and 
deigned to look down from his eternal throne ; the 
pains ceased to rage, and health and vigor return- 
ed. Death shall not yet seize me as his prey ; I am 
still spared to praise thee in this mortal body, to 
experience new wonders of thy inexpressible mer- 
cy, which thou she west to fallen men. O, I will 
praise thee, thou alniighty Being ! from the dawn 
of the morning, till the rising of the evening-star. 
While my soul inhabits this mprtal body I will 
send forth praise and thanksgiving, and when 
my spirit quits this abode of dust, then, O God of 
mercy ! then shall it triumphantly ascend to thee, 
and live and behold thy glory ! Ye resplendent 
angels, look down on the dwelling of sinners, on 
the abode of death ! This earth, whose mountains 
trembled and whose charms vanished, when sinners 
fell and ye turned your faces from us, is still the 
theatre of the wonders of his infinite mercy ; look 
down, and with sacred awe praise it in more wor^ 
thy strains ;. for man, alas, can only weep and stam- 
mer forth his amazement. I salute thee once more 
thou lovely sun ! thy morning-beams darting from 
behind the cedars, found me struggling with an" 

F 3 
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guish ; with sighs I greeted thy rays as they gra- 
dually enlightened my hut ; thy evening radiance 
glows behind the mountains, while I kneel before 
the Lord who hath relieved me, and who before 
thou hast retired has restored me to health. I salute 
you, ye loily mountains, ye hills scattered over the 
plain, I salute you! my eyes shall again behold 
you gilded with the mild rays of the morning and 
evening sun. I salute you, ye tuneful birds ! your 
song shall again delight mine ear and awake me 
early to praise my Creator. Ye limpid streams ! I 
salute you ; again shall my limbs repose on your 
flowery banks ; again shall your soft murmur soothe 
me to refreshing slumbers. Ye groves, ye bowers J 
again shall I wander beneath your shades, when I 
resign my soul to serious, solitary contemplation ; 
then shall I again enjoy your grateful coolness. 
Nature, beauteous nature, once more I salute thee ! 
Praise and thanksgivings be unto the Lord, who has 
removed my pains and has preserved me from sink- 
ing into the dust \'^ 

The father of men thus poured forth the effusions 
of his gratitude to the Lord ; all nature in solemn 
silence seemed to hallow his prayer, and every ob- 
ject appeared to welcome his return to life and 
health. The sun poured his departing beams 
through the foliage of the arbour, and sank behind 
the mountain ; youthful zephyrs wafted around him 
the ambrosial perfumes of the flowers, and the birds 
warbled their melodious strains and hopped among 
the branches. Cain and Abel now entered the 
arbour, and with delight beheld their father restor- 
ed to health. Arisipg from prayer, he embraced 
his wife and children, while his eyes overflowed 
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with tears of joy, and he returned to his hut. " My 
brother,'* said Abel, addressing himself to Cain, 
'' how shall we express our gratitude to the Lord ; 
who has heard our supplications and has restored to 
us our beloved father } I will go to my altar, and 
BOW, while the moon rises, I will sacrifice the 
youngest lamb of my flock to the Lord. Wilt thou 
also go, my beloved brother, to thy altar and sacri- 
fice to the Lord ^ 

Cain casting oh him a side-long glance, replied : 
" Yes, I will go to my attar and sacrifice to the 
Lord what my barren fields afford." — " My dear 
brother," rejoined Abel, mildly, ** the Lord heed- 
eth little the lamb that bums before him, or the 
fruits of the field which are consumed by the flame, 
if the hearth him who offers them, but glow with 
sincere and ardent devotion." 

Cain answered : '^ Fire will doubtless soon descend 
from heaven to consume thy oflering, for it was by 
thee that the Lord sent relief to our father ; but me 
he deigned not to notice. I will however go and 
sacrifice. My bosom glows with lively gratitude, 
and pur father who has been restored to our prayers 
is as dear to me as to thee. The Lord deal with me, 
miserable creature, according to his good plea^ 
sure !" 

Abel tenderly embracing his brother, returned : 
" Alas ! my brother, should envy take possession 
of thy bosom because it was by me that the Lord 
sent relief? If he vouchsafed to make me the in- 
strument of his benefits, was it not in answer to the 
prayers of us all? O my dear brother subdue this 
gloomy disposition ; the Lord sees the* inmost re- 
cesses of the heart and hears the lightest murmurs. 

F 4 
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Love me with the same unfeigned affection I bear 
to thee. Go, offer up thy sacrifice ; but O, suffer 
no impure passion to mingle with thy devotioQ ; so 
shall the Lord graciously accept thy praise and 
thanksgiving and from his everlasting throne look 
down and bless thee." 

Cain answered him not, but departed to his fidd^ 
His brother looked after him with concern and 
went to his meadow ; each approached his altar. 
Abel slaughtered the fairest of his young lambs, 
laid it upon the altar, and having strewed it xith 
aromatic herbs and fragrant flowers, kindled the 
sacri£ce. He then knelt with sacred devotion be- 
fore the altar, and with a pure heart poured forth 
the tribute of his praise and thanksgiving to the 
Lord. The flame of his sacrifice ascended aloft 
amidst the darkness of night The Lord had com- 
manded his winds to cease, and solemn stillness to 
reign around; for the sacrifice was acceptable to 
him. 

Cain placed the fruits of the field on his altar, set 
fire to his offering and knelt amid the gloom of 
night. A furious blast howled through the forest, a 
whirlwind dispersed the sacrifice and enveloped the 
affrighted Cain in flames and smoke. He retired 
trembling from the altar; a terrific voice issuing 
from the awfUl darkoess pronounced these words : 
'' Why tremblest thou, and why is horror imprinted 
on thy countenance ? Repent, and I will forgive thy 
sin ; if thou continuest in thy wickedness thy crime 
and its chastisement shall pursue thee for ever. 
Why hatest thou thy brother, who honors and loves 
thee with unfeigned affection?" 

The voice ceased ; Cain retreated trembling 
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fioni the altar, and hastened through the gloom of 
night, pursued by the stifling smoke which the 
tempestuotts wind dispersed around. He shuddei*- 
cd, and a coid sweat bedewed his limbs. Looking 
up, he behdd at a distance the e<riumn of £ame 
from his brother's sacrifice, rising aloft amidst the 
darkness. Filled with despair> he turned his eyes 
from the hated object, while his quivering lips ex- 
claimed : " Yonder, yonder, is the sacrifice of the 
favorite ! I cannot endure the sight ; another look 
would kindle all hell within my bosom, and I 
should — with trembling lips, I should curse him. 
O death ! O destruction ! where shall I find you ? — 
Come and put a termination to my misery ! O fa- 
ther, father, that fatal crime ! Shall I present my- 
self before thee, with haggard despair imprinted on 
my face, shall I expose to thee all my misery, that 
thou mayst feel the full weight of wretchedness 
entailed upon thy offspring ? No, endiire thy mi- 
sery, but torture not thy father ! Seized with horror 
he would expire in my sight, and my anguish would 
be but augmented. Yes ! on me res^ the anger, 
the curse, the contempt of the Lord ! of all created 
beings that inhabit the earth I am the most wretch- 
ed ; the beasts of the field, the worms that crawl on 
the earth are enviable in comparison to me. O 
God of mercy ! — if thou who art a just God canst 
be merciful to me ! — cease to pour out thy wrath 
upon me, or destroy me ! — But — wretch that I 
am ! — has he not said that if 1 repent he will for- 
give my sin— has he not bidden me to chuse for- 
giveness or misery, everlasting misery ? Yes, I have 
sinned ; my multiplied offences rise in judgment 
against me and demand thy vengeance, O God of 
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justice ! — How just is th; dispteuure I Th« farther 
man strays from the patbi of virtue and idboculcc, 
tbc deeper he involves hinuelf io wretchcdoesg ; 
ksd this it is that renden me u) miserable. 0, 1 
ifill return from my traasgretsium ; let my crimes 
which now accuse roe, be blotted out from thy 
sight ! Have mercy on me, God ! have mercy on 
me ! — alleviate my wretchedDcu or aDnihiUt* 



«r 
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BOOK IV. 



Cain, disturbed by Mehala's grief, leaves his hut before 
day-light — He lies down to sleep beneath a rock— 
Cain's dream — Abel discovers him asleep— His impreca- 
tions on awaking — Expostulations of Abel— Cain kills 
his brother — His remorse and horror — Exultation of 
Anamelech — An angel is sent by the Almighty to con- 
duct the spirit of Abel to heaven— Conversation of the 
soul with the angel— Abel's farewell of the earth— Song 
of the angels — Cain's despair — His sentence — Adam 
and Eve discover the corpse of Abel — ^Their anguish and 
lamentations -« An angel appears to comfort them — 
Adam's prayer. 

The dews of night still descended, the birds slum- 
bered in silence, darkness yet rested upon the val- 
ley and pale twilight on the mountain's brow, when 
Cain, overwhelmed with melancholy, left his hut. 
Mehala, unconscious that he overheard her, had 
wept over him in the hours of night, and with 
uplifted hands had preferred her prayers for him 
to heaven. He left his hut; his voice sounded 
amid the solitary silence of the twilight like distant 
thunder. " Hateful night !" he exclaimed, " what 
gloomy images surrounded me ! What accumulated 
horrors ! But my imagination was lulled to repose. 
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frightful dreams ceased to torment me^ and I 
should have slumbered in peace, had I not been 
disturbed by her sobs and lamentations. Ha! 
must I then only wake to misery? Must I not 
enjoy a single hour of traneiufllity ? Why did she 
weep ? For me ; and she is yet ignorant that my 
8acri£ce was rejected. O these tears, these sighs, 
these lamentations ! they are insupportable to me, 
they have deprived me of repose for the whole day. 
Smiles of approbation accompany even the most 
indifi^ent action of my brother, while I am conti- 
nually pursued by melancholy and reproach. 
Mehalal I love thee; I love thee as myself; 0, 
why shouldst thou embitter the few hours of my 
repose ?" 

He now paused beneath a bush that overhung the 
rock. " Here, O here," he exclaimed, " refuse 
me not thine aid, thy refreshment, gentle sleep ! 
How wretched am I! Exhausted I sought thee in 
my habitation and scarcely hadst thou covered me 
with thy shadowy pinions, when the voice of la- 
mentation chased thee from my couch. Here, here 
I shall not be disturbed, if inanimate nature ha^e 
not conspired against my repose. O earth, which, 
subjected to theseverity of the curse, requirest such 
incessant toils, to support life or rather to prolong 
my misery, suffer me to enjoy a few happy moments 
of repose from my labors \" He said, and threw 
himself upon the dewy turf. Sleep soon shrouded 
him in its sable mantle. 

Anamelech had accompanied his lonely steps 
and n^w stood beside him. " Deep sleep," said 
he, *' has sealed his eyes ; I will recline by his 
side and will present -to his imagination such 
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dreams as shall promote my purpose. Aid me 
then, imagination, with all thy influence ; collect 
every image that can contribute to work up consum- 
ing envy, stormy rage and every passion that tor- 
tures his soul, to the highest pitch of distraction !** 
Thus spoke the iiend and re(:lined by his side. At 
this moment a furious blast shook the forest, howled 
through the thicket and agitated the locks that 
shaded the brow and cheeks of Cain. But in vain 
did it agitate the forest. In vain did his locks play 
about his brow and his cheeks, sleep had too closely 
sealed his eyes. 

He beheld, in a dream, a vast plain, over which 
were scattered lonely huts, the abode of poverty 
and simplicity : this field was cultivated by his 
children and his grand^children, regardless of the 
scorching noon-tide rays which descended on their 
embrowned shoulders ; with laborious industry they 
collected the scanty produce, or prepared the rug- 
ged soil for fresh seed, or with bleeding hands 
pulled up the briars and thistles which over-ran 
their fruits and stole from them the nourishing 
juices ; while their wives were engaged in the cares 
of their wretched habitations and prepared the 
frugal repast. Eliel his eldest son now appeared 
before the slumberer ; with tottering step he bore a 
heavy burthen from the field. He threw it from 
his shoulder and reclined exhausted against it. 
*' How wretched is this life \" exclaimed he, with 
a deep sigh, ** how full of toil and hardship ! How 
heavily falls the curse on the offspring of Cain. 
Has he who created the earth, since he pronounc- 
ed his malediction banished them entirely from his 
sight ; or shall the curse oppress osly the children 
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of the first-born ? In yonder smiling plains inha- 
bited by the offspring of Abel, who have driven us 
from them and assigned us the deserts for our por- 
tion ; yonder, where in effeminate indolence they 
recline beneath voluptuous shades, nature appears 
to have exclusively showered her blessings ; every 
comfort of life, every pleasure is bestowed on the. 
happy favorites ; our portion is poverty and toil." 
Eliel, again lifting the burthen on his shoulder, 
with fainting steps proceeded to his hut. The 
slumberer now beheld a flowery plain; limpid 
streams in wanton windings meandered through 
the dark shades of over-arching bushes; now they 
murmured befcM'e verdant bowers, and now between 
long rows of trees, reflecting in their placid currents 
the variegated splendors of blossoms and of fruits. 
Sometimes they collected into tranquil lakes ; here 
the cooling zephyrs sported in the waving citron- 
grove, and there the fig-trees afforded the flowers a 
grateful shade. Nor Tempe nor Gnidus possessed 
such beauties; Gnidus, where on glistening co- 
lumns rose the temple of Venus, the abode of the 
fabled goddess and her voluptuous train. — Snow- 
white flocks wandered in luxuriant pastures, and 
cropped the fragrant herbage, while the enamored 
swain, crowned with garlands, poured forth his 
sweetest strains for his beloved fairK>ne, half reclin- 
ed in the luxurious shade. There beneath a high- 
arched bower, assembled youths and maids beau- 
teous as the Loves and Graces. The grateful beve- 
rage foamed in ample bowls, and golden fruits 
glowed among the flowers that covered the tables ; 
while the music of lovely voices and the soothing 
harmony of instruments filled the air. A youths 
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arose in the midst of the sportive assembly : " My 
friends \" said he^ " I salute you. Dsten to my- 
counsel. It is true that Nature smiles upon Qs, 
that she has collected all her beauties around our 
dwellings ; but yet they require care and cultiya- 
lion, a laborthat is too fatiguing for us, ^hose lives 
are devoted to softer and more pleasing employ- 
ments. To the hand accustomed to touch only the 
soft strings of the harp, the culture of the fields is 
painful^ to the head which formerly reclined in 
the shade, while its delicate locks were entwined 
with roses, it is painful to be exposed to the scorch* 
ing sun. I will communicate to you, my friends, 
an idea, with which doubtless some guarcHan angel 
has inspired me. Let us, amid the obscurity of 
night, repair to yonder fields, where dwell the sons 
of labor ; and when, weary with the toils of the day, 
they havfe retired to rest, let us surprize them in 
their huts, bind, and lead them away captives to 
our habitations ; the men shall perform for us the 
labors of the field, and their wives and daughters 
shall, my fair country-women ! be the servants of 
your pleasures. But this plan must be executed in 
the night : for though we far exceed them in num- 
ber, yet it IS better to avoid a doubtful and dange- 
rous contest." Thus spoke the youth, and the joy- 
ous crowd shouted their approbation. Night had 
now enveloped the earth in darkness ; shrieks of 
horror and wretchedness, mingled with shouts of 
triumph, issued from the huts. The night glowed 
with the flames which ascended from the humble 
cottages, and tinged the distant waves that broke 
around the reddened shore. By their light the 
slumberer beheld his sons with their wives and 
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children bound and driven like » dock of skeep be- 
fore the offspring of Abel. 

Such Yia» the dream of Cain«* who trembled In 
his sleep ; when Abel, having discovered him be- 
neath the bush thgt overhung the rock, approach* 
ed. With eyes full of affection he gazed on him, 
and whispered in softest accents : ** Soon mayst 
thou awake, my brother, that I may pour forth the 
tender sentiments of my heart towards thee ; that I 
may embrace thee! But, let me suppress my 
wishes ; ye «epbyrs that sport among the bushes, 
be still; ye melodious warblers be silent, nor chase 
from him refreshing repose, when his weary limbs 
perhaps still need its influence! Butf— how pale, 
how agitated he appears ! — Rage is imprinted on 
his brow. Wherefore do you disturb him, ye vi** 
sions of horror? Retire and suffer his soul to enjoy 
1*—— II I I II I ■ 11 I III. 

* We have hitherto seen in Cain, a man whose gloomy 
imagination represented every thing in an unfavorable 
point of view, tormented it is true by envy and discoatontj 
bat not thoroughly depraved and destitute of virtuous senti- 
ments. He did not vet hate Abel. Yielding, in spite of 
the remonstrances of his relatives and the warning of a su- 
pernatural power> to the baleful influence of his passions^ 
he is gradually led to the commission of his unnatural crime. 
]^7othing could have been more happily imagined than the 
circumstances described in this book ; and we here find the 
powerful sentiment of natural atfection perverted by the 
bewildered imagination of the wretched Cain into a motive 
of hatred of his brother. Caa any thing be conceived bet* 
ter calculated to inflame his passions to the highest pitch of 
fury than the scene presented to his mind in his dream ; and 
is it any wonder that, in the first impulse of his rage, he 
should wreak his vengeance on him, whom he regarded as 
the cause not only of his own wretchedness but of that 
'misery which was reserved for his unborn offspring ? T. 
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repofee. Come ye pleasing images of domestic de« 
lights and tender endearments, of all that is excel- 
lent in the moral and lovely in the natural world ; 
come, and fill his imagination with gaiety and de* 
%bt; come like the mild vernal vmom> that joy 
may smile upon his brow, and that when he awakes 
his lips may overflow with gratitude and thanks- 
giving.'^ He said, and with eyes of anxious ten- 
derness gazed on his brother. 

As a shaggy lion couching at the foot of a rock, 

(whom the terrified wanderer with trembling step, 

takes a wide circuit to avoid) if the svnft arrow, inr 

•its rapid flight suddenly pierce his side, springs up 

with dreadful roar to seek his enemy, and destroys 

the innocent child playing with the flowers in the 

grass — so Cain started from his slumber, foaming 

vith rage, which like a black cloud lowered on his 

hrow. He stamped upon the ground : '' Open, O 

earth \^' he exclaimed, ''and hide me ; bury me 

in thy deepest abyss ! I am wretched, and— O 

maddening prospect ! my children are doomed to 

misery ! But no, thou wilt not open ; in vain I call 

upon thee ; the Almighty Avenger will not permit 

thee ; he has decreed that misery should be my 

portion; and to aggravate my wretchedness, he 

withdraws the veil, and discloses the infernal horrors* 

of futurity. Cursed, cursed be the hour when my 

mother &r8t brought forth with pain ! Cursed be 

the place where the pains of child*birth came upon 

her ! May all that grows upon it perish ; may he 

who attempts to cultivate it, lose his seed and 

his labor ; and may horror seize those who pass over 

the spot !" 

Thus raved the- wretched Cain> when hi6brother>. 

G 
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pale as death, approached with fakering stq». 
" My brother'!" he exclaimed, " but no'!— «oiDe 
rebellious spirit, hurled from heaven by 'the thun- 
ders of the Almighty, has assumed his form and ut- 
ters tbese blasphemies ! — Where is my brother? 
where art thou my brother ? — I fly to bless thee !" 

" Here am I," thundered Cain, *' here ! thoa 
smiling, whining favorite of the Avenger and of all 
nature ; thou whose viperous race will once exclu- 
sively possess all 4he blessings of this world ! Yes it 
must be so. It is fit that a tribe of slaves should be 
born to attend on the favorites — beasts of burthea 
to labor for them, that the enjoyment of their plea*, 
sures may not be interrupted by the thought of toil, 
— lla!«»Hell with all its torments^ rages in mjr 
bosom !" 

*^ Cain, my brother T' said Abel, While a^nl^- 
ment, anxiety and tenderness, were imprinted on 
his countenance, ^'what hatefol dream has delud- 
ed thee ? I came with the early dawn to seek thee, 
to embrace thee, to bless thee with the approaching 
day. -But— *0 what stormy passions rage within 
thy -breast; how unkindly thou receivest my tender 
love? When, O when shall we see those blessed 
days, those da ysof delight, when peace shall reign 
among us, when uninterrupted love shall nil the 
soul with sweet tranquillity and every smiling plea* 
sure ; those days, for which our anxious father and 
our fond mother look forward with such solicitude. 
O Cain! Cain! how dost thou destroy the sweet 
hope we cherished, when I wept with transport in 
tby efnbrace ! If I have offended thee, my brother 
-^unconsciously offended thee — by all that is sa- 
cred lentreat thee, dispel thetempefst that rages in 
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Cain ktlh Abel. 

thy soul, forgive me, and permit me to embrace 
thee !" He said, and approached to clasp his bro- 
ther in bis arms : but Cain started back. *' Ha ! 
Serpent !" he exclaimed, " wouldst thou twine thy- 
self about me?" Rage nerved his arm, and swing- 
ing a ponderous cltib, it swept through the air and 
descended on the head of Abel. The hapless 
victim sank at his feet ; with a look of forgiveness 
he fixed on him his dying eye and expired. His 
blood distained his golden locks and flowed at the 
feet of the murderer. 

. Cain stood pallid and motionless with horror : a 
cold sweat bedewed his trembling limbs ; he beheld 
the last convulsive motion of his expiring brother, 
and the reeking blood that gushed from the wound. 
" Accursed blow !" he exclaimed. " Brother 1^. 
awake— awake my brother ! How pale is his face ; 
how Axed his eyes ; how the blood streams from his 
head ! — Wretch that I am !— O what horror seizes 
me I— What infernal torture!" Thus raving, he 
furiously hurled from him the blood-stained club, 
and with his clenched fist struck his forehead. 
With faltering step, he approached the corpse and 
endeavored to raise it from the ground. *' Abel ! 
my brother! — awake I Ha! — how his bleeding 
head droops ;— how helpless ! — Dead t — O, horror, 
he is dead ! I will flee ! Support me, trembling 
limbs I" He said, and rushed into the neighboring 
thicket. 

Elate, the seducer stood near the bleeding vic- 
tim ; his bosom swelled with pride, and his form 
dilated with joy; high and horrible he towered, 
like the black column of smoke ascending from the 
blading ruins of the solitary hut^ whose inhabitants 

c2 
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quietly pursued their rustic toil, -while the i 

consumed their domestic conveiiiencies, their 

ail. — ^IThus stood Anamelech ; he gazed first < 

murderer with a hellish 9mile» and theti o 

corpse. ** Welcome,^ he exc\a\TA^di. " C 

come, pleasing sight I Ibehf^l^fok" the first tin 

^arth moistened. with human blopd! The m\ 

ing current of the sacred springs of heaven, 

the Thunderer hurled us from the ahodes oi 

neyer afforded ine haJlf sMch pleasure $ the 

dious harps of the arch-angels neter SQunc 

soothing as the la«t sighs of this e^cplnng 

Thou glorious inhabitant of the new cre^tioi 

ast, thou noblest effort of the M«kefs hand 

a pitiful figure art thou now ! Rise, $weet ; 

irisethou friend of t^ngels! Be not so slow; 

perform^n^fC of thy slavish duties ^prostrati 

prayer I Bi)t, he moves not; hi^ own broth 

extended bin) in the dust. It is by such dee 

I will raise myself from obscurity ; by deeds 

Satan himself shall envy — I will now hie mi 

throne of hell ; what raptures shall 1 feel w 

vaulted roofs re-echo with my fame ! I shal 

in triumph among the crowds of vulgar 

whom no such enterprize has ennobled !" He 

to look once more with scornful triun^ph 

slain ; but the hateful features of despair c 

the rising smile of scorn and the pride that 

his brow. The Almighty commanded the 

of hell to seize him, and he was overwhelms 

a sea of torture. He cursed the hour of h 

tion ; he cursed eternity replete with tormer 

aed. 

. The.last sighs of the dying ascended to the 
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AddreM of the Alinigiay to ihe angel of demh. 

of the Almighty, and demanded vengeance of 
eternal justice. A peal of thunder issued from the 
sanctuary. The golden harps were sileht and the 
eternal hallelujahs were suspended. Thrice the 
thunder echoed through the lofty vault of heaven ; 
it ceased, and the voice of the Most High, issuing 
from the silvery cloud which envelopes the throne, 
summoned one of the arch-angels. He advanced. 
Veiling his ' face with his resplendent wings. 
" Death," said the Almighty *' hath seised his 
first victim from among mankind^ and I entrust 
thee with the sacred charge of assembling all the 
Souls of the righteous. 1 myself cheered the soul 
bf Abel as he expired. Hehceibrward shalt thou 
attend the liult moments of the just ; when the 
dailips of death bedew his brow, when his voice 
Alters and the last convulsive pang seizes his 
fhuiie, then give his soul the assurance of everlast- 
la^ felicity ; that with eyes full of transport he may 
OBce more look round him and die. Descend now 
lK>the dwelling of mortals, to meet the spirit of the 
brother murdered by his brother; and thou, 
Michael, attend him and pronounce against the 
fratricide the sentence due to his crime.*' The 
Almighty was silent and again the thunder thrice 
echoed through heaven's vast concave. The arch- 
angels pursued their course through the silent ranks 
of celestial spirits, and having passed the portals 
of heaven, they descended through the boundless 
space, among innumerable suns and orbs, to the 
earth. 

The angel of death now summoned the soul of 
Abel from its ensanguined dwelling. With a ce* 

g3 
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lestial smile be* obeyed ; tbe purest and most es- 
sential parts of tbe body flew off, and mingling 
vfith tbe balmy odors wafted by gentle zephyn 
from the flowers, which sprang up in the radiant 
circle encompassing the angel, they enveloped the 
soul, forming an etherial body. With rapture un- 
known before the spirit gazed on the celestial mes« 
senger. 

With heavenly benignity the angel approached 
and said : " Welcome fh)m thy covering of dust ; 
embrace me. I rejoice that I am the first to wel- 
come thee to bliss ; myriads of spirits wait thy com* 
ing. Welcome thou righteous soul ! Eternal joy, 
inexpressible felicity in the .presence of God, shall 
be the recompence of thy virtue. O, welcome to 
my embrace, the first who hath exchanged this 
frail covering of dust for immortal bliss '/' 

" I embrace thee, celestial friend I I embrace 



• I expect to be censured by many for applying the re<* 
lative pronoun he to the soul of Abel ; such persons, how> 
ever, I can assure, that this is dot the result of a desire of 
singularity. Till some general standard shall be adopted 
for regulating the English language, a writer must in nu- 
merous instances be guided entirely b^r hifr own judgment ; 
and the present appears to me to be a case in point. In 
different authors we find the human soul distinguished by 
the different relative.% she and it, though, in all the foreign 
languages with which I am acquainted the tottl is of the 
feminine gender. Every one will admit that it would be 
highly ridiculous to apply the masculine relative to the soi^t 
of a woman ; to reverse the case appears to me to be just as 
preposterous. The neuter, which we employ almost exclu- 
sively for inanimate objects, seems equally improper. 
Would it not be most natural to apply to souls individually 
tbe gender of tbe bodies they inhabited ? T. 



DEATH OF ABEL; 87 



Conversation between the angel cfdeath and the soul of Abel. 



thee !** said thesoiil, and paused, overpowered by 
the sense of his felicity. " O what liiiiitterable ex- 
tacy ! When, enveloped in my habitation of dust, 
I was wont to- conterii plate during the solitude and 
stillness of midnight/ 1 felt the presence of my God 
and the charms of virtue, and wept with transport 
•^what was this but the faint dawn of the bliss I 
now experience ! CM am now more deeply sensi- 
ble of the pleasures of virtue ; I feel more power- 
fully the inexpressible sensation of the divine pre- 
sence! What thoughts arise within mef lovely as 
spring, bright and resplendent as thesiin ! Celestial 
IHend i 1 embrace thee J Eternal bliss is mine ; f 
shaH incessantly praise him who rewards with un- 
speakable bliss the efforts of his creature to lead a 
Ufe of purity and virtue." 

Thus the spirits conversed and dissolved in the 
reciprocal embrace. ** Follow me, my friend," 
said the angel, "follow my flight and quit the 
earth. The dearest Objects thou hast left behind, 
those mortals who are virtuous will follow thee ; ere 
many years pass over their heads they will follow 
thee to the regions of 4)liss. Now hasten to receive 
the congratulations of the blessed spirits who await 
thee; to join in the songs of eternalthanksgiving 
and priise." 

" I follow thee, celestial friend \" replied the 
soul. ^^ O what rapture, what bliss ! Farewel, my 
beloved kindred whom I leave behind on the earth ! 
when the term allotted to your lives is completed, 
when the hour of death arrives, and thou, my 
friend, descendest to meet their departing souls, I 
wiU approach the throne of the Eternal, and implore 
bis permission to accompany thy flight ; that with* 

G 4 
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rapturous emotion I may behpid theif spirits ex* 
changing their habitations of dust iot et^ernal bliss* 
Thee> Thirza ! my dearest ! th«e too^haU I behddi 
after thou hast long wept over my meuldering re* 
lies 1 When thou hast reared thy lispicig infant to 
the pracMce of virtues bright as thiae^ I shall be- 
hold thee expire ; with unutterable delight, I shall 
receive thee on quitting thy habitation of clay, in 
my fond embrace !" 

Thus spoke Abel^ as accompanied by the angel 
be began to ascend from the earth. He turned to 
breathe his departing blessing on the spot that con* 
tained the objects of his anrection, when his eye 
glanced on his brother^ on whose countenance were 
imprinted horror and guilt. He clasped his hands 
over his head> while his hagf;^rd eyes roQed wildly 
around* Then clenching his fist he struck his 
throbbing breast, and throwing himself, in an 
agony of despair, pn the earth, he rolled in the 
dust. Tears of compassion flowed from Abel's 
eyes; he turned from the horrid scene and found 
himself surrounded with a numerous company of 
angels. The tutelar spirits of the earth attended 
him to the confines of the terrestrial atmosphere* 
There, embracing with fervor the heaven-bound 
travellers, they reposed on a crimson cloud, and 
accompanied their flight through the realms of 
xther with a parting hymn* The lovely tones of 
the lute and of the silver strings of harps were 
mingled with the melody of their celestial voices. 
Thus in responsive strains sang the tutelar spirits 
pf the earth : 

*' He ascends, the new inhabitant of heaven 
ascends! beauteous^beauteous as the returning 
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Springs attended i^th joy fthd gkdh^s ahd itterf 
smiling xleiight. Bail him, ye stafs dispelled 
through the illimitable expanse ; h^il your sister- 
planet, the -earth* GlO^s it not with more than 
Usual beauty-^the earthy which, though laboring 
under the creator's curse, nourishes in its dust, bie^ 
ings worthy of heaven ? Wh^t splendors surround 
It ! A fresher verdure smiles in its plains, a bHght'^ 
er radiance glows upon its hills. 

*' He ascends, the new inhabitant of heaven as*^ 
cends ! Myriads of angels wilt his arrival at th6 
portah of heaven ; impatiently wait to salute th^ 
first spirit that ascends from the earth, to embrace < 
him and to crown him with iiever^ading roses. O 
how great will be his rapture, when (entering th<^ 
regions of heaven, he joins> ih the aromatic twilight 
of ever-verdant bowers, in the praises of him, front 
whom this unspeakable felicity is but an emana<* 
tion! 

** We celebrated, with songs of praise we cele- 
brated the day, when thy youthful soul descended 
from its creator to animate thy mortal frame. We 
beheld every virtue flourish in thy opening mind, 
like lilies in the spring. Unseen we attended all 
thy steps; with transport we watched all thy 
actions, marked all thy wishes, witnessed all the 
tears, which flowed from the pure source of virtue 
—And now O fly to meet him ; crown him with 
celestial roses; now that he is released from the 
bondage of mortality I 

'* Yonder lies his body, yonder it lies like a 
drooping flower ! Receive back his dust, O parent 
earth ! let each returning spring deck with fragrant 
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flowers the turf that covers his relics! * We vift 
celebrate, with songs of praise, . each reToWing 
year, we will celebrate the day, on which the ii^ 
righteous spirit ascended to the abodes of bliss i" 

Thus they sang apd descended on. the radiant 
cloud to the earth. 

Cain, urged by despair; wandered in the recesses 
of the neighboKing thicket. He attempted to flee ; 
but in vain he sought to escape from the horrors 
that overwhelmed him — like a traveller aroimd 
whose body some venomous serpent has firmly 
coiled itself; in vain he flees, in vain the wseteh 
, struggles to disengage himself from his terrific as- 
sailant; his ven(HDOUB fangs already lacerate his 
bosom and convey the fatal poison to his heart. 
" O, that I could escape from the sight of hi» 
bleeding corpse!'' exclaimed Cain, *' If T flee, his 
blood pursues and ba4he»my very footsteps ! Whi- 
ther — wretch that I am ! — O whither shall 1 flee I 
His last look ! — O what have I done ? — O execra- 
ble deed ! Thou fiilest my soul with the torments of 
hell !— >I have destroyed the unborn murderers of 
my children.f — What sounds, like the sighs of the 



* This poetic idea Collins has clothed in the language of 
poetry in the following beaatiful lines : 

When Spring wiih dewy fingers cold 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould > 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than FancyH feet have-ever trod. T. 

t Cain alludes to his dreaiu in this rejection, from wliicli 
be seems inclined to derive, if possible, some satisfaction. 
Conscience, however, gives him no respite, and instantly 
cliases the rising sentiment of pleasure, T. 
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dying issue from yoa bushes? — Aw^y trembling 
ket ; haste £at- sl^^j fccan the pursuing blood ; fsi 
away from the awfiil theatre of death !< Caity me*?^ 
ye trembling limbs, sprinkled with a brothePa 
blood, carry rae^^to hell i'* fie said and ^as about 
to flee. 

A black and gloomy cloud descended before hlm«r 
" Cain, where is thy "brother ?" exclaiihed anawiiil 
voice from the . darkness.^-^^' I kndw not,' wretch 
that I am ! I am not his kedper;" replied Cain with 
faltering accents, and starting b&ck- pale with 
horror. Thunder burst from the' cloud ; the bu^es 
and tlie herbage around him were wrapped in a 
blaze, and the arch-angel stood' before the terrified 
Cain. Oa his brow were seated the awful judg*. 
ments of the Lord:; his right arm wielded a flying* 
thunder-»bolt, and his left was* extended over the 
bending, trembling sinner. He spoke and again 
the thunders roiled. " Stop, treitible, and hear 
thy sentence. Thus saith the Lord: What hast 
thou done f Thy brother's blood crieth to me from 
the earth, and now art thou cursed on the earth, 
which hath drunk the blood of thy brother shed by 
thy hand. To thee it shall be for ever barren, 
for ever shalt thou wander a fugitive and a v^a- 
bond on its surface !" Convulsive tremors and the 
•orments of hell seized the appalled sinner ; his head 
was bowed towards the ground. As stands the im- 
pious atheist, when the Almighty in judgment 
commands the earth to tremble, when the domes 
of prophaned temples are levelled, and the palaces 
of sinners are swallowed by the yawning abyss; 
when, amidst the convulsion of nature, his ears are 
assailed by the shrieks of the dying and he is eove- 
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loped in the black clouds bnd flames which is»^^ 
from the HTeii earth ; thus stood^ thus shook ^'^ 
fratricide^ He attempted to 6peak> biit Yds^ntn^ 
Kog lips refused th^ office ; at ieikgtfa ill iakerio? 
^toceats and without 'venturing to 4ook up, lie staitt^ 
mered : *' My crime is too great — ^too great evef 
to be ibrgiveh ! Thou hkst cursed riiebathis earth ; 
Mere, O where cah I hide myself from thy p^ 
teiice } I shall be a fugitive and a yagkbond on the 
face of the earth. O that the first whb meets nu! 
*iay slay me T' 

** Sevenfold vengeiince shall fall upon him whd 
f beds thy blood/' said the thunderer. " Incessant 
Anguish and gnawing remorse shall be imprinted 
on thy brow; so that every one who meets the^ 
shaU say : That is Cain, the fratricide; wtkd', struck 
with horror, shall quit the path pursued by thy 
wandering fret." The angel pronounced this sen* 
tence and vanished. Awful thunders issued froni 
the retiring cloud ; a whirlwind tore up thb bashed 
and howled iii the thicket^ as howls a crirainaLl con- 
demned t6 suffer the most e)ccrudatihg torture. 

Cain stood, a long time, niotionless; despair 
glared in his eyes ; wild winds agitated his erected 
hair. At length casting a fearful glance from be* 
neath his contracted eye-broWs. ** Had he but 
destroyed me V* he exclaimed with qniv^ring lips— *- 
*^ had he but annihilated me, that no traces of my^ 
existence might be left in the creation ! Why did 
he not blast me with his lightnings — Why did not 
his thunder>bolts bury me in the depths of the 
earth ? But no— t-he preserves me for everlasting tor* 
ments. The outcast of the whole creation, forsake 
en by God, abhoirred by all nature, abhorred by 
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my^^U I ^m already haunted bj tbow fiends which 
i|rill ificessanitly pitnue me,^ torturing anguish, re* 
niorsex despair S— Cursed be thou, O arm I which 
wielc|e4lt the implement of murder ; mayst thou 
wither <in my body, like the blighted branch of a 
tree ! Accursed be the hour in which a dieam from 
hel) deluded me ^Q Nature ! .why dost thou not 
^annifert signs of :thy abhorrehoe) O earthy wher^i 
ever my foot wteden thou art ciiised t Whev^ ait 
th^» that X may <turse thee, thou who inspiredst 
the maddeniifg dream I Art thou returned to hell I 
i-^, mayiC i^<iu ever experience the pangs that 
vend my soult—1 cannot curse thee mocie!'r^Ha> 
yondei^ 1 see him***>yoQder I discoyer the flames of 
hell. See, the fienda gaze on me with triumph f 
Smile on» ye spirits of perditiou! smile at my 
BU»ery !— or if ye know what it is to ieel compas- 
aioQ, pity me ; for Satan himself never felt sucly 
pangs as mine \" Thus raved Cain, till exhausted 
and speechless he sank on the stem of a tree up- 
looted by the sttitrm. Here he seated himself for 
some moments in pensive agony.; he then started 
Up shuddering, and exclaimed: '* Who rushed 
past me ? — My murdered brother ! O, I heard his 
dying groans, I beheld his streaming blood ! O, 
brother! brother! have pity on my inexpressible' 
anguish and pursue me not !" Uttering a deep sigh, 
^e again seated himself motionless and silent. 

In the mean time the father of mankind, accom- 
paoied by his wife, left his habitation. *' How 
lovely are the beams of the rooming sun I" ex- 
claimed Eve ; " gilding, with mildest ray, the mist 
that hovers oyer the distant horizon. Let us wan- 
der amid the beauteous scene, through the glisten- 
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ing dew, tiU the hour of labor summons thee to the 
field and me to my domestic occupations. O my 
beloved ! how beautiiiii is the earth ! Although ac- 
cursed, it still bears the same proportion to Para* 
dise, forfeited by my transgression, as thou in the 
first days of thy innocence to the angels who there 
deigned to visit us. See ! my beloved ! how all na- 
ture rejoices ; every bush, every tree resounds with 
songs of thanksgiving ; the domestic animals sport 
around 4he iiuts and with cheerful voice or iirolic 
gestures hail the first beams of morn/' 

'' Yes, my beloved," answered Adam, " the 
earth is beautiful ; though subject to the curse it 
still exhibits traces, indelible traces of the infinite 
goodness of the Almighty to us, who by our shanne* 
ful fall, by tiie blackest ingratitude, had rendered 
ourselves totally unworthy of his beneficence and 
compassion. Yes, our God is more gracious and 
more merciful than our tongues can express or our 
imaginations conceive. Let us go, my beloved, to 
the flowery pastures where Abel's flock wanders 
amid the dew; we may perhaps find our pious 
child chanting some new hymn of praise to his 
Creator." 

** Permit me, my beloved," said Eve, ^' to teli 
•thee the design I had formed before I quitted the 
hut. I took the fairest figs in my store, and placed 
them with some dried grapes in this basket, I will 
go to the field, thought I, to Cain, my first-born, 
and present him these fruits that they may refresh 
him, while resting in the shade from his labor ; for, 
my beloved ! 1 would omit no attention which can 
contribute to remove the gloomy idea, that our af*- 
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fection for him is less tender than the love we feel 
for his brother." * 

** How attentive, my beloved Eve, is thy fond 
care,^ answered A-dam-; '^ I thank thee for thy 
more prudent counsel. Let us go ^to Cain, that he 
may not -say, that all our love is reserved for Abel ; 
perhaps* amid the beauties of this delightful morn*- 
mg, we shail find his heart more open to the im- 
pressions of tenderness." They said, and hastened. 
Eve carrying the basket on her arm, to the field.' 
*' O what happiness," said they as they went, "if. 
the charms of nature, wbich awaken in the bosom 
sentiments of virtue, should have rendered his heart 
susceptible of tender im pressions 1" 

They had just come from behind a thicket and 
Eve had advanced a little before. ** Who lies 
there f" exclaimed she, starting back with affright^-' 
*' Adam, who is it that lies there ?— He reclines 
not like one asleep, but like a person who has been 
thrown on the ground ; bis face is turned towards 
the earth. — ^Those golden locks are AbePs T— 
Adam ! — O why do I shudder ? — Abel ! Abel ! my 
beloved I awake !*— Turn to me thy fair face ever 
expressive of dutiful affection! Awake! O awake | 
from that unnatural sleep !" — ^They now advanced 
nearer. " O horror !" exclaimed Adam, starting 
back, " blood ! — blood trickles from his brow ;— 



* Could the poet more s^ongly or more naturally deli- 
neate that delicate sensibility and nice discrimination foir 
which the female mind is so peculiarly distinguished ?— It 
is traits like this, it is the truth, the adherence to nature 
which prevail in alt Gessner's works, that procure them the 
ftdtairBtion of readers of every nation^ Tank and reKgioa. T. 
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k» ht9d is bathed witk blood !"— '< O Abel, my 
beloved!" cried Eve, raising his stiffened arm, 
and sank, pale as death, on Adam's throbbing 
bosom. Both stood mute with horror, when Cain, 
irho, frantic with despair, was wandering throogh 
the thicket, unconsciously approached the corpse. 
He gaaed on the body ; he beheld his fother, in 
silent agony, supporting his fainting mother in his 
trembling arms* '' I killed him,^ he exclaimed; 
*' tremble at the horrible confesnon ; 'twas I that 
killed him ! Cursed be the hour, O woman ! id 
which thou broughfst me forth! I murdered him!'' 
cried Cain, and Bed. 

Pale, silent and motionless, the unhappy pair 
long Remained insensible. Adam first awoke from 
the lethargy of grief. '^ Where am I !" he cried, 
in broken accents, — '^ what horrors overwhelm my 
aoul! O God! O God! --^yonder he lies! -^O 
wretched, wretched father ! what an accumulation 
of horrors ! His brother murdered him ; he confes- 
sed his guilt ; he cursed us and fled. An icy chill- 
aess freezes my soul ! He who cursed us is my 
son ; he who here lies in his blood is tikewise my 
son ! Wretch that I am ! what misery, what tor^ 
ments have I brought on myself and my posterity ! 
O Abel ! Abel !•— And thou too. Eve, dost thou not 
again awake to wretchedness I Hast thou expired 
in my arms? Am I left alone in my misery ? — But— 
praise be to thee I — the chillness of death steals 
through my veins to my throbbing heart — the 
shades of darkness close around my languid eyes f 
0, Death, delay not ! — welcome with all thy ter- 
rors 'l—StiU thpu delayest!— O God!— Abel— my 
son! my dear son!" He said, and wept over the 
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corpse^ while the dews of death mingled with his 
tears. " And dost thou again awake; my beloved 
Eve P' he coiitinued ; f^ and dost thou again open 
thine eyes to inexpressible misery f What a sight 
awaits thee, dear partner of my sorrows !* 

" Adam !** replied Eve, in dying accents — No j 
the terrific voice of the murderer no longer thun^ 
den in my ears ! He cursed us !•— O curse me alone> 
thou fratricide ! It was I— wretch that I am— *twaa 
I that first sinned. O Abel ! my darling child 1** 
She now sank from Adam's arms upon the corpse: 
" My son ! my beloved son !** sheened, and bath- 
ed the clay-cold body with her tears. '* O Gdd • 
his fixed eyes no longer turn to me ! Awake my 
child, awake ! In vain, alas ! in vain I call thee ! 
fie is dead ! — This, this is death ; the dread fiil pu- 
nishment pronounced on sin ! And I^^ torture in- 
expressible ! — ^my soul shudders at the thought— I 
^vas the first sinner \ O Adam, my beloved hus- 
band ! each tear thou sheddest is to me a keen re* 
proof; it was I who seduced thee ! From me — 
from me, thou wretched parent, demand thy son's 
blood; horn me, afflicted children cfemand your 
brother! Curse me— me alone, thou fratricide! I 
was the first sinner. O Abel ! O my son ! thy 
streaming blood accuses me thy wretched mother !" 
She said, while showers of tears bedewed the 
corpse. 

With a look of unspeakable sorrow Adam gazed 
Oft bis wife. *' Eve V he exclaimed, " I implore 
thee by our misery— by our aflfection I implore 
thee ! cease these bitter reproaches against thyself 
^hom I so tenderly love— they afflict, they torture 
^e inexpressibly. O the dreadful consequences ! 

H 
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— We have both sinned ; but yet God will look 
down upon our anguish with pity. Yes — Almighty 
Father ! thou will permit us in the midst of our 
misery to address our supplications to thee ! thou 
hast not utterly destroyed the sinner ! "We live, my 
beloved Eve ! though the body sinks tnto dust, the 
soul survives, and if we have pursued the paths of 
virtue, our spirits will be rewarded with eternal bliss. 
O what comfort ! what soothing consolation ! But 
alas ! he fell by his brother's hand ! — O God ! he 
was murdered by his brother I" 

** Yes, my beloved son/* exclaimed Eve, while 
her tears flowed more abundantly, '' a horrible 
death hath released thee from this world of woe ; 
have not we wha are left behind to struggle with 
affliction just cause to weep ? How he lies extended 
in death ! The smile of tenderness has fled from his 
altered cheek, faded and stained with his own 
blood ; those lips will no more address me in an- 
gelic accents ; and these fixed eyes will no more 
overflow with tears of pleasure, at beholding the 
transport, the ardent love with which I witnessed 
his virtue ! Into what misery are we sunk ! Osin ! 
sin ! what odious forms dost thou assume ! each 
more horrible than the other; I thy mother, thy 
wretched mother — I am the mother of thy murder- 
er ! O Abel ! my beloved !" She said, and sank 
speechless on the stiffened corpse: she remained 
long insensible. " Wretch that I am!" exclaimed 
Adam, interrupting the melancholy silence, " how 
forlorn am I ! how mournful, how desolate is all 
around me ; misery, unspeakable misery has spread 
a gloom over all nature. Alas ! he is dead ! he 
who was the comfort, the joy of my life. The sup- 
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port of all my hopes — my beloved Abel, is dead ! 
Alas, and Cain — O horrible thought I— -and Cain 
is a fugitive, a monster, abhorred by all nature ! 
P God ! who beholdest our misery, forgive, forgive 
our excessive grief ; forgive us if we writhe in the 
dust before thee like the worm crushed by the foot 
of the heedless passenger \*' 

He now stood pale and mute, as the statue of af- 
Miction on the moss-clad monument, or in the 
gloomy solitude of the cypress grove.* His head 
was bowed, his eyes were fixed on the melancholy 
scene ; a dreary silence reigned around. With 
faltering steps he at length approached Eve, and 
taking her feeble hand from the corpse, he pressed 
it, with fervor, to his heart* " Eve, my beloved 
wife,* he exclaimed, bending over her, ** awake, 
ray beloved, awake f Raise thy tearful eyes from 
the distressing object ; sink not beneath the weight 
of affliction ! Has thy sorrow destroyed all recol- 
lection of thy husband, all tenderness for me ? O 
raise thine eyes to me, beloved wife ! It is just 
that we should feel all the horrors of death, that we 
should experience, in their fiiU extent, the misery 
and the fatal consequences of our fall ! But to 
writhe in the dust, obstinately refusing all consola- 
tion, is impious, is criminal ! It implies the re- 
proach that Eternal justice has punished us more 
severely than we deserved. O Eve ! rouse thyself 
from this culpable despondency, lest the Almighty 

-- ■ ■ ■ ■■! ■ ■ ' 'mm 

* This idea is doubtless borrowed from the well knowa 
iiaesof our British bard — 

— Like Pity on a monument 
Smiling at Grief. — 
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should withdraw from us, unworthy sinn^, all the 
sources of cdnsolation which y^ remaiil.'^ Thiis 
spoke Adam. Eve raising her tearful eyes from the 
corpse, turned them first to Adam, and thfen fixed 
them on heaven : " O God ! forgive me a wretched 
sinner! Forgive me, my husband, my beloved! 
my grief is inexpressible. And dost thou still love 
me, the caUse of all this misery, of this unnatural 
murder, of the shedding of this innocent blood ! 
Adam, let me bathe thy hand, this corpse with my 
tears, let me mingle them with this blood !" 

Thus mourned the first pair, reclined against 
each other,' when a celestial figure approached 
them. Fragrant flowers springing up as he trod 
marked his light footsteps : peace sat upon his ra- 
diant brow ; consolation and sympathy sparkled in 
his eyes, and beamed in the celestial charms of his 
countenance. A white robe, brighter than the sil- 
very clouds which veil the moon, flo^ved over his 
ihajestic form and descended in resplendent folds. 
The heavenly messenger advanced, and nature 
glowed around him with fresher verdure. " Eve," 
exclaimed Adam, " raise thy moumfial eyes, re- 
press thy sighs ; see yon celestial form apph)kch- 
ing ; behold what benignity, whiat consolation ap- 
pear in his countenance. A ray of comfort already 
bursts through the darkness of our misery. Weep 
not Eve ! Arise, let us hasten to meet the celes- 
tial messenger.** Eve reclined on her husband, 
and the angel stood before them. 

He gazed for a moment with fixed attention on 
the first victim of death, then turned with heavenly 
benignity to Adam and his wife. His radiance 
diffused around them a brighter lights In soft, me- 
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lodious accents he said : '' I salute you who weep 
over your sod's inanimate dust! The Almighty 
hath permitted me to yisit you in your affliction. 
Among the angels that hover around you mortals^ 
on the earth, none loved Abel so teaderly as my- 
self. I was ever by hi 9 side, when the (command^ 
of the Most High did not summon |ne away. Often 
when his ijnagination, enraptured with the love of 
virtue^ poured forth its effusions in hyipns of praise^ 
which hovering angels frequently repeated, I in- 
spired him with heavenly thoughts, such as the 
embodied soul is capable of conceiving. Weep 
nfii then, in comforjtless despair, as if his spirit too 
were .dead ; immoderate grief beconjes not immor- 
tal spirits. I>.eath has released him from the op- 
pressive fetter^ of m(N*tality ; his virtue, his reason, 
9«d his desire of kpowledge are now perfected ; he 
is happy, more happy than human imagination can 
conceive, in the socjle;ty of angels, in the presence 
of his Gkud. Weep jfor him, my beloved, but re- 
fuse not consolation ; ye are separated from him 
but for a short time ; soon will death summon you 
to rejoin him ; he will appear, it is true, in differ- 
ent forms, but to ihe pipus he is always a long-ex- 
pected friend. Adam ! the Almighty command^ 
thee to restore this mouldering body to the dust ; 
dig a pit and cover it with earth." Thus sppke the 
angel, and surveyed them once more with a look 
of celestial benignity, which conveyed the sooth* 
ing balm of consolation to their distracted souls» 
Thus does the cooling draught from the limpid, 
murmuring stream, refresh the weary traveller, 
who having long wandered amid the arid sands of 
burning deserts, is r^ady to faint with parching 
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Adam endeavoni tu console Eve. 



thirst, when he suddenly discovers the silvery cur- 
rent : joyful, he reposes, for its murnraring course 
leads his delighted eye into a country, where na- 
ture smiles in all her beauty, where the benevo- 
lent host will receive him beneath his shade, and 
will provide him with every grateful refreshment. 
Adam, filled with holy extacy, gazed on the de- 
parting angel. " Accept our grateful thanks, ce- 
lestial friend!" he exclaimed. " O God, how 
great is thy mercy 1 thou beholdest our misery and 
sendest thine angels to comfort us. Shall we, who 
are surrounded by thy presence, who are the ob- 
jects of thy tender mercies, whose every sigh is 
marked by hovering angels— shall we mourn like 
condemned -spirits in the dust? Shall we inces- 
santly lament, and shall our souls, destined for 
everlasting felicity, obstinately refuse consolation, 
because our short passage through this life is cloud- 
ed by affliction ? Some tears indeed must flow for 
the beloved youth, snatched from our embraces, 
but how much more ought we to offer up our pray- 
ers and tears for the sinner ! O Ood 1 banish him 
not entirely from thy presence ; he was the first 
fruit of my loins, the first that Eve with pain 
brought forth. Let us not cease, my beloved Eve ! 
to supplicate the Almighty in his behalf. Can we 
doubt his mercy, when we know with what loving- 
kindness he treated us, what great promises he gave 
us, when trembling before him we expected not 
mercy but judgment ? Let us not delay my be- 
loved to execute the commands of the Lord ; I will 
bear the corpse to our hut, and, we will there com- 
mit the precious dust to the earth;" — " My be- 
loved," said Eve, ** my soul rises superior to Us 



DEATH OF ABEL. 



sorrows ; by thy courage and tirmer virtue I support 
myself, aa the weak ivy citnga to the stubborn oak." 
Adam lifted the corpse on his shoulders, and weep- 
ing uoder the melancholy burthen, proceeded to- 
wards the huts, while Eve bathed in tears, walked 
by his side. . 
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Coinrersati<m of Thina and Mehala — ^Tbey meet Adam 
bearing the lifeless body of his son — ^Their grief and la- 
mentations — Josiah and Eliel the children of Cain — ^Id- 
terment of the corpse — ^Adam's prayer on the occasion — 
Horror and remorse •of Cain — Koctnmal visit of Thirsa 
to the^grave of Abel — Cam o ve g he nr s lier lamentations 
•—He visits his wife and <di&diieB -wich^e intention of 
leaving them for ever — ^Mehala resolnes to accompany 
him in his flight. 

X HIEZA had now awaked from imqniet slumbers, 
and sprang with secret anxiety from her couch of 
skins. So springs the affirighted wanderer, reposing 
his wearied limbs beneath an over*arching rock^ 
when a terrific dream, inspired by his guardian- 
angel, represents the craggy mass descepding over 
his head ; horror >urg^ his steps, Ifae rock falls ; 
he seeks the companion of his toilsome journey, ig- 
norant that he is entombed beneath the ponderous 
ruin. " What horrid images," she exclaimed, 
" have haunted my dreams ! gloomy phantoms 
which I am unable to describe. Welcome, lovely 
light, thou hast chased them from my brow ! Wel- 
come ye flowers, my pleasing charge » your min- 
gled morning odors shall refresh my harassed senses ! 
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And you^ ye gay inhabitants of the air^ hewjoy- 
iully ye warble your morning strains ! My voice 
shall mingle \nth yomr melody; my praises and 
thanksgivings shall ascend together with those of 
all renovated nature I Praise, O my soul * tiry 
•Creator and Preserver; him whose ever-wakeftd 
Providence guards us when wrapped in the 'sable 
niantie of ni^bt and slumber. O ?— to thee ascend 
my praises and thanksgivings together widi those 
t>f aH renovated nature !** She had now left the 
hut and waflked among the new-blown ^owers^ 
while the morning zephyrs robbed them of their 
early sweets. " But still/' she continued, " anxiety 
oppresses my bosom ; my heart still throbs. Wh«ice 
this unusual, this .nanie4ess solicitude ; gloomy as 
the clouds, when like mountains they overcast the 
horizon, when the voice of joy is silent, and the 
awe-struck earth awaits the coming tempest. 
Where art thou Abel ! my brother, my other self 1 
Pursued "by gloomy anxiety, I hasten into thy arms, 
as hastens the wanderer, benighted amid the black 
solitude of the forest, w^ien terror gives wings to his 
feet." 

She said and hastened away ; when she was met 
by Mehala who was just leaving her hut. Wel- 
come ! my beloved sister !" said Meihala, " whither 
art thou hastening, with thy loose-flowing tresses, 
unadorn'd even by a single flower ?'* 

" I am hastening,^ replied Tbirza, *' I am has- 
tening into the arms of my beloved ; unusual 
terrors have disturbed my slumbers ; and they stiH 
oppress my bosom. The charms of the morning 
have not dispersed them, and now I am hastening 
to my beloved. O I m his arms they will be -dissi- 
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pated, though the blooming spring, though the 
smiles of all nature are unable to chase them away.'' 

" Where, O my happy sister I" exclaimed Cain's 
wife, with a sigh, " where could I hope for conso- 
lation, did I not find it in the atfection of our pa- 
rents, in thine, Thirea, and that of thy beloved 
Abel ! Yes, to you, I can unbosom the care and 
sorrow which Cain's discontent accumulates over 
my days. Alas ! to him all the beauties of nature 
are only sources of melancholy ; the labor which 
the cultivation of his field requires, is to him an 
insupportable burthen ; but, above all, his enmity 
to his virtuous brother, afBicts my heart !" 

Mehaia wept ; her tender sister embraced her, 
while tears trembled in her eyes. " Dearest sis- 
ter," said she — " O, how often does that reflection 
force bitter tears from my beloved and myself, du- 
ring the sleepless hours of night ; and how often are 
our ardent prayers addressed to the Almighty in 
his behalf] O, may a beam of his grace disperse 
the daric shades that cloud his bosom, and favor 
the growth of those baleful weeds which stifle all 
his virtues ! Then peace and tranquillity would 
again flourish around our dwellings, and sorrow be 
chased from the brows of our tender parents.'' 

" Alas!" replied Mehaia, with tears; " such 
has been my prayer in many a midnight hour ! In 
silent anguish I raise my hands towards heaven ; 
sometimes while I weep and pray, my sorrow burst- 
ing forth in loud sobs, has awakened him ; then in 
a voice of thunder he complains that I disturb his 
slumbers, and deprive him, as he says, of the only 
blessing he enjoys in this miserable life, on this 
earth so severely cursed by the Avenger. Ah Thir* 
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«a ' this is my prayer, while I sit engaged in do- 
mestic occupations in my hut ; my innocent chil- 
dren weep around me, when they behold my sor- 
row and my tears; they caress me, and enquire 
with lisping accents the cause of my affliction ! 
Ah Thirza ! I wither in my grief, like the droop- 
ing flower, from which the thick foliage of some 
over-hanging bush intercepts the refreshing dews 
and the genial sun-shine. This morning before 
day-break he quitted our hut, and never did such 
a melancholy gloom darken his countenance ; an- 
ger flashed from his eyes, that glared beneath his 
contracted brows. He cursed, as he passed over 
the threshold — I heard htm and trembled 7- he 
cursed the hour of his birth ; and such was the sa- 
lutation with which he greeted the smiling morn. 
It is true, Thirza, and thou must have often ob- 
served, that his virtue sometimes breaks through 
the gloom : his heart is then open to tend^ im- 
pressions ; he weeps and regrets that he has offend- 
ed us, and implores forgiveness. But, alas ! the 
light soon disappears ; as in the tempestuous days 
of winter, the sun darts forth a cheering ray, but 
dark, gathering clouds soon intercept his geniai 
beams. Still, Thirza, still 1 cherish a hope — and 
will never cease to implore the Almighty — that a 
serene spring may at length dissipate them entire- 
ly." 

Thus spoke Mehala, when Thirza having listen- 
ed some moments, turned pale and exclaimed, 
trembling : " What sounds of anguish issue from 
yonder trees ? — ^Never have 1 heard lamentations 
like these, sister I — Yonder among the trees 1 Ah ! 
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-r-thejr approach l-^O Ood !''-^Thirza saak into 
the aims of her sister. 

Adam, with faltering steps, advanced from a- 
waosE^ the tre^ ; on his shoulder he UMre the roe- 
lancholy burthen of his son's lifeless body ; Eve 
valked beside him ; she often raised her face ex- 
furessive of the bitterest anguish to gaze on t^ 
bleeding corpse, and again concealed it with her 
tiiesses, dripping with her tears. 

Thirza, pale as death, redined in the trembling 
arms of her sister ; Mehala sank beneath the bur- 
then; trembling and fainting -hersdf, she was no 
longer able to support her sister. — As iK^en three 
Joyely maidens, united by the bonds of the tender- 
est affection, repair hand in hand in the serene 
summer's eve to the white corn-field ; sudden the 
awiful thunder bursts over their heads, and the 
lightning strikes them senseless to the earth ; two 
of thdm awake from their lethargy, and behold 
with consternation their companion converted into 
heap of ashes ; with equal horror, the sisters 
when they awoke, beheld the corpse of the mur- 
dered Abel. Adam had placed it upon the turf, 
iand was supporting his weeping wife. *' Where, 
where am I ?" exclaimed Thirza. " O God I — ^^he 
still lies -diere 1 — Abel! — O why did 1 awake?— 
HatefuMight i— Alas ! Mehala ! he still lies there! 
—he is dead ! O horror ! — it bursts over my head 
like the pealing thunder 1-r— Hateful light i — why 
did I awake ?'' 

** Thirza," exclaimed Mehala in trembling ac- 
cents, *' cease — O cease to terrify thyself with the 
^horrid thought—on me too it faUs like a thunder- 
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bolt ! — Thirza 1 — ^Alas, she sinks again l^-^Awake^ 
Thirza 1 let us go to him I We have not jet be» 
held misery in all its forms : be is liot dead^et iii 
go to him ; thy voice, thy embraces will revive 
him." 

Thus spoke the sisters ; faint and trembling the^ 
Supported each other, and with faltering steps ad- 
vanced towards the corpse. " O how our parents 
stand and weep ! — What terrors seize me I" ejt*- 
claimed Thirza as she approached nekr the body^ 
** Abel I — ^Abel I — my beloved — my happiness, ray 
life, my all, aWake ! — O heavens ! thou awakest 
not 1— Abel !— listen to my lamentations— listen to 
the voice of thy wretched wife l'* She threw her^ 
self beside the corpse to embrace it, but 6tdrted 
back with a loud shriek at the sight of the wound> 
and the blood which disfigured the face. She sat 
speechless and motionless, pale as the sculptured 
marble ; despair glared in her fixed and open eyes. 
Mehala wept beside her ', she raised her hands and 
streaming eyes to heaven, and then bathed the 
corpse with her tears. 

Adam, sympathizing with their anguish, wept 
and tfalis attempted to console them. *' O that I 
could alleviate your affliction, my beloved daugh* 
ters ! Ah, design not yourselves to such excessive 
grief ! While Eve and I mingled our tears over 
the corpse, an angel, beaming with celestial beau- 
ty, came to us with consolation fnmi heaven. 
* Weep not,' said he, * restrain tl^e violence of 
your sorrows. Commit to the earth yotir son's in- 
animate body ; his soul, freed from the fetters of 
mortality, enjoys bliss superior to any of which yon 
"^e able to form a conception. You are separated 
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only for a short time, after which ye shall rejoin 
bim in the abodes of everlasting felicity I' Let us 
not then, my beloved, dishonor the deceased by 
inconsolable affliction !'' 

Thirza still sat speechless and insensible, while 
Cain's wife, clasping her hands over her head, thus 
vented the effusions of her grief: ** Father ! father! 
suffer us to weep. Ah I how thou liest extended in 
death, thou, who wast our delight and our consola- 
tion. Alas ! Abel ! we have lost thee, and till the 
hour of death, our sweet employment shall be to 
weep for thee. Yes, thou hast entered that state of 
bliss, which thy pious soul contemplated with such 
devotion, and to which we, whom thou hast left be- 
hind, look forward. Alas 1 we are left to weep for 
thee ; out of the shades of death to weep for thee { 
We have lost thee, and till the ardently-expected 
hour of death arrives, our sweet employ shall be to 
weep for thee ! Cain * Cain ! where wast thou when 
thy brother expired ? O ! hadst thou been present 
at that moment to embrace him with fraternal af- 
fection, to implore his parting benediction, his lan- 
guid arms would have clasped thee to his bosom ; 
his dying lips i¥Ould have blessed thee. O what 
sweet, what soothing consolation would the remem- 
brance have diffused over thy future days ! — But— 
O heavens ! —what new anguish overpowers my 
mother ?-^She faints I — O father, what horror over- 
spreads thy countenance ? Dreadful foreboding ! 
—Adam I Ev^ J Where is Cain I — Where is my 
husband ?" 

Eve had sunk upon the ground. " Whither, O 
whither I" she exclaimed, " doth eternal ven- 
geance pursue him? O heavens! the wretch:! He 
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— but no 1— Let the black, the horrible idea be con- 
fined within my bosom and there only inflict the 
torments of hell ! O wretched mother ! what must 

I ** Speak out, mother !" cried Mehala, ** spare 

me not ; let me. know the ifiill extent of niy misery ! 
Frightful apprehensions already distract my soul. 
My father ! my mother ! O spare me not !" — 
" Cain, oh inexpressible anguish ! Cain has killed 
him, Mehala! O Thirza, Cain has murdered his 
brother !" exclaimed Eve, and agony deprived her 
of utterance. 

Silent horror thrilled the wife of Cain; no tear 
escaped from her fixed eye ; cold dews bathed her 
brow, and her pallid lips quivered.* *' He has 
killed his brother !" she at length, exclaimed ; 
*' Cain, my husband, has murdered his brother !* 
O horror ! — Where art thou, fratricide ? — Whither, 
O whither hath thy crime pursued thee ! — Has the 
thunder of heaven already avenged thy brother?— 
Art thou no more ?— Wretch ! where art thou ? 
Whither hath despair driven thee?" Thus Mehala, 
exclaimed, and tore her hair. 



* Gessner had studied the effects of the^ passions both as a 
poet and as a painter ; hence the minute accuracy with 
which he is enabled to describe them. In the present pic- 
ture, what can be more naturally delineated than the mute 
affliction of the amiable sisters. Thirza does not, like Me- 
hala, merely deplore the loss of a brother; she was united 
to Abel by the still stronger ties of conjugal love. Her si- 
lence continues till another powerful passion, detestation, 
taking possession of her soul, restores to her the power or 
speech ; at the same time that Mehala, who had before felt 
pothing but grief, is in her turn struck dumb with horror at 
the dreadful intelligence that Cain had murdered his bru- 
ther. 
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** Fratricide !" exclaimed Thirza, <* afa ! how 
could he— such a virtuous^ such an affectionate bro- 
ther, whose dying eyes must have beamed with 

lore towards him ? O Cain! cursed, cursed be ^ 

*' O Thirza ! curse him not, Thirza P* cried Mc- 
haia, ** cttrse him not, he is thy brother ; he is my 
husband. No; let us rather pray for the sinner! 
the virtuous victim of his fiiry, when he sank bleed- 
ing at his feet, viewed him with an eye of compas- 
sion, and breathed forth a blessing on his murderer. 
Even now he intercedes for him before the throne 
Of the Eternal. Let our prayers ascend from the 
dust, and unite with his. O curse him not, Thirza \ 
curse not thy brother !" 

♦* Whither does my anguish hurry me?'^ said 
Thirza. '' I have not cursed him, Mehala; I 
meant not to curse the wretched Cain f" She sank 
upon the corpse, kissed 'the blood-stained cheeks 
and the cold lips in speechless agony, and at length 
exclaimed in broken accents : " O that I had been 
near thee when expiring to kiss once more thy pal- 
lid lips, once more to receive the assurance of thy 
affection ! O that thy closing eyes had bestowed a 
parting glance on me, and that I had died in thy 
last embrace ! — O that my pale corpse were now 
extended beside thine ! But alas ! I am left — left to 
endure inexpressible anguish! Every object that 
bnce delighted me will but aggravate my grief. 
Your green twilight, ye verdant bowers will seem 
to ask me : * Where is he who, with tender trans- 
port, embraced thee beneath our shades?* The 
wandering streams will murmur to me : * Where^ 
forlorn Ttiirza, is thy beloved ?' — In your shades, 
ye borers! on your banks, ye streams, will I 



DEATH OF ABEL. 113 

Affliction of Mehala and Thii zi. 

breathe my ceaseless sorrows ! For ever, alas ! for 
ever have I lost him ! O ! for ever shall I behold 
those fixed and sightless eyes^ that pale face, that 
blood which stains his forehead and crimsons his 
pallid cheeks! Flow — flow my tears I flow inces- 
santly on his faded form I This senseless dust was 
once the habitation of the noblest spirit. Every 
virtue was there displayed in lovely perfection, 
beamed in the mild lustre of his eyesy smiled on his 
cheeks and played upon his lips r but his soul, too 
pure, too blest for communion with mortals, for in- 
tercourse with me, is fled for ever \ Flow then my 
tears, flow incessantly over his faded form, till my 
longing soul leaves its dust to mingle with his !" 

Thus mourned Thirza, and wept over the corpse. 
Eve, with increased anguish, beheld the sorrows of 
her daughters. " O my children I" she exclaimed, 
" how your. grief aggravates my own, how your 
lamentations rend my heart I How bitterly they re- 
proach me ! — me, by whom sin, misery and death 
were brought into the world ! Forgive I O forgive 
your wretched mother ; pardon her who bore you 
with pain!" — " O mother!" exclaimed her daugh- 
ters, throwing themselves at her feet and embracing 
her knees ; " by the pangs thou hast endured for 
us, we implore thee, cease these cruel reflections ; 
increase not our sorrows with new afilictions. O 
thou who hast borne us with pain 1 consider not 
these sighs, these tears as reproaches I Could we 
command our grief, not a sigh should escape our 
bosoms, not a tear should moisten our cheeks. But, 
how can we resist the imperious commands of na-^ 
ture, how restrain these expressions of the most ar- 
dent aflectipn ! Tis nature, 'tis affection that com 

J 
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mand our tears to flow.** While they still embraced 
their mother's knees, and their tearful eyes were 
tenderly fixed upon her, Adam said : " My belov- 
ed A let us no longer delay to fulfil the command of 
the Most High ; let us restore this faded form, the 
object of our tears and lamentations to its native 
earth. The lenient hand of time will soften our 
grief; and Reason will assist us to conquer our sor- 
row ; it will then be as the longing of a bride for 
the day which is to give her to the arms of her be- 
loved." — " Restore this precious dust to the earth 
whence it sprang/* said Thirza, fixing her weeping 
eyes on Adam. ** But, dear father! suffer me 
once more to bathe it with my tears, and then cou- 
sign it to the earth 1" She said, and sank with ex- 
tended arms upon the corpse. 

Adam now began to prepare the grave, while 
Eve and Mehala stood weeping beside him. In 
the mean time, the two innocent children of Cain, 
leaving their cottage, with timid step advanced 
hand in hand. '* Josiahf my beloved!" said the 
gol den-haired JBliel, '* what lamentations are those ? 
Let us approach nearer. Look how Abel lies there 
—how pale, and how his hair is stained with blood \ 
He looks, brother, just like a lamb that has been 
slaughtered for a sacrifice." " Beloved Eliell*' 
answered Josiah, who was the youngest, ** see how 
Thirza weeps over him, and he does not even look 
at her. Let us go away : I tremble, I shudder at 
the sight ; let us run to our mother, who is weeping 
too." The children now hastened to Mehala, and 
clung around her. ** Mother I" said they, " why 
^o you all weep > Why does Abel lie there like a 
lamb for the sacrificed" Mehala embraced the lit- 
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tie innocents, and weeping over them replied: 
" Death, my dear children, has separated the soul 
of Abel from his body ; he is gone to enjoy eternal 
happiness in the company of the angels." " Then 
he will never awake," said Eliel, sobbing, " he will 
never awake — he, who taught us such pretty hymns, 
who loved us so dearly, who used to take us on his 
knees, Josiah, and tell us about God and the angels 
and the wonders of nature— he will never wake 
more 1 O, how will our father weep when he returns 
from the field f— Thus the children prattled forth 
their artless sorrow ; they clung weeping to their 
mother and hid their faces in the folds of her gar* 
ment. 

Adam had now dug the grave. ** Awake, Thir- 
«a I my beloved I awake I Let us not delay to com- 
mit this dust to the earth ; let us, Thirza, no longer 
delay to fulfil the command of the I^rd !" He said, 
and approaching, tpok her tenderly by the hand. 
She had lain motionless upon the body, and now 
awoke from a holy vision. " Yes," said she, " I 
have seen him ; arrayed in celestial splendor I have 
beheld my beloved! ' Weep not, Thirza! weep 
not, I am blessed ; thou wilt soon rejoin me, where 
death shall never separate us more !' Thus he ad- 
dressed me, a heavenly smile beamed on his coun- 
tenance as he retired, and celestial radiance mark- 
ed his footsteps." While Thirza spoke, sublime 
consolation illumined her face. " Commit, my 
beloved father! commit this mouldering dust to 
the earth." She said, arose and placed herself be- 
ttde her mother and sister. Eve and her daughters 
covered their faces with their flowing tresses, while 
Adam, weeping, wrapped the corpse in skins^ 

1 2 
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placed it in the grave and threw the earth upon i^' 
*' Now, my beloved wife ! now, my dear children I 
said he, " let us address our solemn supplication^ 
to the Most High ; let us kneel around the grave 1' 
They obeyed ; and Eliel and Josiah knelt besid^ 
their mother. The father of men, folding his hand^ 
on his breast, pronounced this prayer : 

"Thou, who dwellest in the highest heaven, God * 
Creator ! whose justice and whose mercy are alik^ 
infinite and eternal ; prostrate before the grave 9^ 
the first dead, we sinners, humbled in the dust, ad'^ 
dress our supplications to thee \ O let our prayer^ 
ascend to thy throne ; deign to look down on thi^ 
Tale of death, this abode of sin ! Great are ouJ^ 
crimes, but still greater is thy eternal mercy. WhaC^ 
are we impure sinners before thee ? And yet thoif 
tumest not thy countenance from us \ We groan^ 
tinder the misery which we have brought upon 
our own heads, and thou lookest down with 
compassion upon our distress. Thou wilt still per^ 
mit us to offer up our supplications to thee; for 
thou hast not abandoned the sinner. Not only the 
smiling spring and the serene sky proclaim thy 
praises ; thy majesty is announced by the rolling 
thunder, bursting from the black clouds ; the howl- 
ing tempest and the jarring elements proclaim thy 
power. Let the smile of joy, let the tear of afflic-: 
tion praise thee ! We have seen death, that child of 
sin ; in a hideous form he has visited our dwellings; 
guilt, horrid guilt led him by the hand. My first- 
born—my soul shudders I — my first-born has mur- 
dered his brother! O turn not thy countenance 
from me^ if I venture to supplicate for the offender. 
Oj my God ! cast him not off for ever i Look 
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down iipon the sinner, that his soul may abhor his 
winre, that he may humble himself in the dust 
before thee, and with tears of repentance implore 
tby pardon. And when, overwhelmed with re- 
morse and anguish, he supplicates thy forgiveness, 
then, God 1 deign to shed a beam of consolation 
08 his soul. Reject not! O Almighty Father! re- 
ject not my petition ! I have fulfilled thy command; 
^e earth, moistened with our tears, covers the body 
of the slain I O listen to our prayer, which ascends 
^0 thee from the grave of the first who has returned 
*o his parent earth. O Lord, hear our prayers t 
hear us, when in the sleepless midnight hour they 
ascend to thee ; when at the rising and the setting 
of the sun we supplicate thee for him. — Praise, 
eternal praise be to thee who hast taken to thyself 
the soul ©f the departed. Death has seized his first 
victim ; like him we shall follow each other to the 
silent grave, to immortality. O thou, whose nod 
created the heavens, and at whose command the 
world arose from nothing! the heavens and the 
earth shall pass away, but thou art eternal ! We 
dwell in bodies of dust, and this dust shall be dis- 
solved ; but thou art unchangeable. Thou wilt 
bestow eternal bliss on the repentant sinner, on him 
who mourns becaiise his virtue is so inadequate to 
his wishes, because it is still sullied by human frail- 
ties. Such thou wilt gather from the dust, thou 
wilt elevate them to eternal happiness, to purity, 
angelic purity; for — ^O, cheering promise! the seed 
of the woman shall crush the serpent's head ! Re- 
joice, O earth! praise him, all nature! We will 
glorify his name, even when overwhelmed by the 
weight of misfortune. Man has fallen — O how is^ 

1 3 
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befallen from the original dignity of his nature; 
but God hath not cast him off for ever^ and even in 
his judgments he remembers mercy. He fell — he, 
whom the Almighty created perfect ; and after his 
fatal transgression^ the sinner, trembling before 
his Maker, awaited in unspeakable anguish, the 
sentence of an- eternal curse, an everlasting punish- 
ment. What less could he expect ? But all nature 
celebrates the great, the glorious mystery, that he 
shall crush the serpent's head ; though it is true, 
this gracious promise of the great atonement is yet 
enveloped in a sacred obscurity, impenetrable to 
«very created being. Shall we then prophanely 
mourn in the dust, if the dream of life be checkered 
with joy and affliction, till the soul is freed from the 
fetters of mortality ? Then those who, while cloth- 
ed in dust, pursued the paths of virtue, and loved 
God, who, by his infinite goodness and the wonders 
of his grace, kindled in their hearts the sacred 
flame, shall assemble in the abodes of bliss. My 
prophetic eye penetrates the sacred veil of futurity ; 
I see those whom death has removed from the 
earth, a countless multitude pure as the flames of 
the celestial altars. They are mingled with hosts 
of angels, and are engaged in chanting incessant 
hymns of praise before the throne of the Eternal. 
O how is my soul elevated ; my spirit experiences 
raptures unknown before. Praise be to thy infinite 
goodness I I am lost in sacred transport — transport 
which I can only feel but am unable to utter !" 

Adam ceased his prayer, but long continued in 
silent extacy, while his wife and daughters likewise 
remained kneeling in mute devotion round the 
grave. Nature in awful silence hallowed tha so- 
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lemn scene ; and not a cloud passed across the 
azure expanse of heaven. 

Evening soon approached, accompanied with 
cool twilight and calm tranquillity. Cain, agi- 
tated by horror and remorse, had wandered through 
the wilderness; exhausted with fatigue, he cast 
himself upon the earth, and, fixing his eyes on the 
rising moon, his terrific voice resounded amid the 
stillness of evening. " Yonder, above the |black 
hill, the fiili moon sailing through the dusky sky, 
sheds brightness and tranquillity around. All be- 
neath the starry firmament of heaven breathes 
silence and repose, man only excepted ; the voice 
of mourning and lamentation ascends from their 
dwellings. I — wretch that I am — have brought 
misery into their habitations. Those sighs, those 
groans that pierce the nocturnal air, call down ven- 
geance on me. This day — hear it, ye stars ! hear 
it O moon, turn still more pale and hide thy beams 
—this accursed day, thy sister earth has drunk the 
blood of the first slain — the blood of my brother, 
shed by my hand |. O henceforth withhold from 
me your genial influence: withhold it from the 
field I cultivate and the ground on which I tread f 
I have murdered my brother ! — Conceal me, gloomy 
darkness; hide me from the eye of nature I Shroud- 
ed in thy sable mantle I will flee— flee with my 
misery, to some desolate region where no human 
footstep was ever imprinted on the mouldering 
grass. I w41l dwell among craggy rocks, distilling 
putrid streams into the swampy abode of loathsome 
reptiles ; where the branches of. lofty trees thickly 
interwoven above my head, the retreat of birds of 
prey, intercept the light of heaven. There will I 

14 
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pass my days amid solitude, anguish and remorse. 
When sleep seals my languid eyes, haunted by 
images of horror, I shall behold my murdered bro- 
ther, I shall see his mangled head, and his blood- 
stained locks r' 

Thus Cain poured forth his lamentations amid 
the darkness of night. He ceased ; long he remain- 
ed absorbed in silent misery ; no bird of. night in- 
terrupted t^e melancholy stillness ; a gentle mur- 
mur only floated around. Shuddering he gazed on 
the landscape, and exclaimed : " Mourn for me, 
ye hills! ye groves, mourn for me! I am wretched, 
inexpressibly wretched — misery like mine surely 
deserves compassion. Mourn for me, beauteous 
nature 1 to me, alas! no longer beauteous! Weep 
for me, ye silent witnesses of the presence of an all- 
merciful God ; — ^to me no longer merciful — to me 
only the Eternal . Avenger I'' He paused and again 
began : " Ah ! I can now' weep ; that relief was 
before denied me. Flow — flow my tears, ye pre- 
cious testimonies of my softened misery ; despair is 
converted into plaintive sorrow. Deign, G earth 4 
to receive my tears, though I am accursed on thy 
surface ; refuse not these tokens of my inexpressi- 
ble misery ! — what a thought rises within my bo- 
som ! — My tears flow faster— Yes — now, shrouded in 
the veil of night, I will go to the habitation 
of the mourners; I will once more see and bless 
them — Bless them ?— The angry winds would waft 
the intended blessings from my lips; wretch that 
I am 1 I cannot bless them ! Yet I will go — I will 
go and bless them and weep over them, and then — 
ahr.l and then tear myself from them for ever J— 
?tear myself from thee, Mehala I and from my bo- 
loved infants for ever I" Agony interrupted his 
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speech ; he was silent and proceeded tawards the 
-cottages, watering the lonely path with his tears. 

He now passed by a verdant bower, planted by 
his murdered brother on the gentle declivity of the 
hill. " Flourish," said he, when he had complet- 
ed it, " flourish and spread a soft, refreshing shade, 
that in your twilight succeeding generations may 
relate — Here Eve brought forth her first-born, 
here with tears of joy she welcomed him into the 
world-^him, the first comfort of her solitary days. 
She called him Cain ; she hung over him with un- 
speakable rapture; she kissed his infant cheeks, 
and said : * I have received a man from the Lord,** 
With averted face the murderer passed the «pot ; 
dews .«f anguish -trickled from his brow, and his 
trembling limbs were scarcely able to support their 
burthen.— Such horrors seize the wretch, who pre- 
sented poisoned viands to his father, returning >faint 
and hungry from the field ; when he passes by his 
grave, and is pursued Ky the rustling and the fra- 
grant perfumes of the garland with which his du- 
teous sisters have entwined their parent's «urn.— 
Cain had now passed the place and approached the 
huts. The moon shed on them a pale light through 
the thick foliage of the over-arching trees ; an aw- 
ful silence reigned around. He gazed and wept 
and wrang his hands ; long he remained silent; in- 
expressible anguish racked his bosom, as he stood 
shuddering amid the dreary stillness. <^ How si- 
lent," he at length exclaimed in low accent's, " is 
the voice of afBiction ! But hark-^what sounds !— 
are they not sighs ; are they not the groans of sleep- 
less anguish, that issue from the cottages? Here— 
ihidden in darkness, and .pursue^ by h^U, shudders 
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the wretch who made you the abodes of sorrow, 
who has chased from you peace and every social 
delight. And do I venture to breathe the air 
pierced by the sighs of the mourners ; dare I to in- 
trude on the spot sanctified by the sorrows of the 
pious> by sorrow for my crime ?— Flee, wretch !— 
prophane not the sacred place ! — ^Yes, 1 will flee- 
only a moment longer shall my despairing eyes 
gaze on you ; permit me— permit a wretch to weep 
here a little longer — ^then will I flee! — Blessings, 

eternal blessings be upon you, ye Ah ! wretch 1 

— ^Wilt thou prophane those sacred liames — names 
that express the softest ties, the noblest sensations 
of the human heart? O that with the shades of 
night, your sorrow might depart firom you and, 
uniting itself with the misery I already feel, ac- 
company me in my wanderings through the earth, 
cursed for my sake ! O that you could for ever for- 
get him whose image fills your souls with agony— 
■O that ye could for ever forget me ! Dreadful wish 
-of extreme misery r* 

Cain, concealed in the dark shade, now wept and 
wrang his trembling hands, when he heard the 
footsteps of some one slowly approaching through 
the gloom. A cold shivering, like the chilness of 
death, seized his soul ; he attempted, but in vain, 
to flee, and sank powerless among the bushes. 

Thirza had, during the melancholy night, for- 
saken her solitary couch. Drowned in tears she 
pursued her way, and seated herself on the dewy 
turf beside the grave. She wrang her hands, and 
gazed with 6xed eyes on the star-besprinkled hea- 
vens ; then, sinking on the grave, she moistened 
*the fresh earth with her t^ars. ♦* Here, here," she 
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cried, " my peace, my . every joy lie buried ; here 
beneath this earth,^vrhich drinks my tears. Alas I is 
there no rest, no relief for me in the tearful hours of 
night ? O, flow ye tears ! my heart can experience 
no other relief than that of weeping over his orave, 
than that of sighing away the tedious hours on this 
spot, amid this death-like silence. II is true, my 
beloved I I have beheld thee arrayed in heavenly 
splendor! But can I refrain from mourning for 
thee ? In this life of sorrow thou art torn from me 
for ever ! — My grief had overpowered my senses as 
i lay beside the dear pledge of our love;- refreshing 
sleep had sealed his eyelids; he smiled in his 
sluml>ers, ignorant, alas ! of the miseries of morta- 
lity, unconscious of the loss he has sustained ^ In 
vain I sought repose on the forlorn, conjugal couch ; 
dreary solitude and restless anguish now await me 
there, where in thy arms I found tenderness and 
sweetest rest. They, alas! are fled for ever— are 
torn from me — O misery ! by the hand of a bro- 
ther ! Where is he ?— Where is the wretch ?— Whi- 
ther has his guilt driven him ? — O God of mercy ! 
reject not my ardent prayer, when my unwearied 
supplications ascend to thee in his behalf. O reject 
not his repentance, when, humbled in the dust, he 
mourns his crime, and with tears implores thy 
forgiveness !** — Grief and emotion here deprived 
her of utterance. At length, raising her eyes to 
heaven, she continued : " How often ! O how 
often ! — thou placid moon I wast thou the silent 
witness of our endearments, when arm in arm we 
wandered alone in thy silvery twilight, while his 
dear lips taught me the sacred precepts of virtue 
Here now lies his mouldering form ; thy melancholy 



134 DEATH OF ABEL. 



LamentatiODt of Thina over Abet^ gimve. 



beam illumes his grave; here lies his father's 
hope — his mother's joy — here, alas ! lies my Abel— 
my husband !** Long she paused absorbed in deep, 
in silent sorrow; at length her melancholy eyes 
wandered over the still landscape. ** How lovely 
gleams the moon-light «n yonder bower l** she ex« 
claimeily " what cheering reflections penetrate the 
gloom of my affliction — bright, O mooni as thy 
beams piercing through the darkness of night 
flow gleams the bower where thou, my beloved 
Abel, f mbracedst me, amid the radiant twilight of 
evening! ' What happiness/ saidst thou, pressing 
me to thy bosom, while tears of tenderness and 
devotion bedewed thy cheeks — ' what happiness it 
is to be virtuous I what felicity to love him, from 
whom all these beauties emanate 1 what felicity 
when all our actions are approved by surrounding 
angels I What pleasure is equal to the sensation of 
the presence of Cod in this creation replete with 
beauties, to the consciousness of virtue, which 
draws tears of transport from our eyes! To him 
whose life is devoted to the practice of virtue, death, 
in any form, is not terrible ; for we know— O God, 
how inexpressible is thy mercy to sinners 1 — that 
the immortal soul, separated from its frail habita- 
tion, shall ascend to the regions of everlasting bliss.' 
— ' O my Thirza,' saidst thou, pressing me more 
ardently to thy bosom ; Mf I quit this habitation of 
dust, if I attain eternal happiness before thee, weep 
not long over my mouldering relics I What is the 
period of life allotted thee by the Creator, compar- 
ed with that eternity, in which we shall enjoy to- 
gether never-ending felicity t' * My beloved,' f 
replied^ clasping thee more fervently In my era^ 
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brace ; ' and if the angel of death should summon 
me first from this dust^ mourn not long over my 
inanimate corpse ; we shall meet beyond the grave 
in the abodes of eternal bliss.'— O sink not, my 
soul, beneath the weight of thy misery ! Reject not 
the sublime consolations that are offered thee; 
remember thy immortality, and looking beyond thy 
present affliction, fix thy steady gaze on that bliss, 
vhicb approaches to chase the gloomy, the varying 
scenes of mortal life. If, indeed, the soul were ta 
perish when the body sinks into dust — O whence 
could I then derive consolation ? I should mourn in 
despair over thy grave, and implore the Almighty 
in mercy to annihilate me ; but our spirits are im- 
mortal. No ; I will not ignobly sink beneath the 
height of my grief! Ye angels 1 who, unseen, hover 
around me, ye shall witness my efforts to conquer 
my sorrows — my soul is immortal like yourselves ! 
My tears still flow • O flow, ye tears I sacred to 
his mouldering dust, who is gone before me to the 
regions of eternal bliss l^ Over thy grave, my be* 
loved ! — ^my tears again flow faster I — O sink not 
my soul, into comfortless sorrow h-over thy grave 
will I raise a verdant bower ; there will I indulge 
my tears sacred to thy memory ; there will 1 pass 
my most solemn hours, and contemplate in holy 
extacy the moment when we shall be re-united to 
part no more !" She said, and rose from the grave. 
" Now,'* she continued, *' my sdul had found 
relief, but— O, horrid thought I— his brother mur- 
dered him 1 — O Almighty 1" she cried, sinking 
again on her knees, '' hear, O hear my supplica- 
tions ! Let the sinner find mercy. This, my fer- 
vent prayer^ shall ascend to thee^ when the star of 
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evening glows amid the twilight, and at the ruddy 
dawn of the rising day 1" 

In the mean time the wretched Cain lay trem- 
bling in the thicket, the prey of agonizing despair. 
** I will flee !" he exclaimed. " Begone vile wretch \ 
away from this sacred spot \ Alas ! I cannot flee 1 
—Crowd not around me, ye — O ye forms of helh 
fuffer me to escape !— Suffer me — suffer me to flee 
—to flee from the sacred spot, ye infernal furies I 
•—I cannot flee — wretch that I am I ---How she 
mourns 1— and yet I cannot flee! — Her lamenta- 
tions cease. O virtue, virtue, what hopeis, what 
consolations are thine — by me, alas \ forfeited for 
ever. No hope, no shadow of hope remains for 
me! — Now, now I feel the ftill extent of my 
wretchedness — torments — new and nameless tor- 
ments. Hell in its deepest abysses, knows not tor- 
ments keener than mine. — She prays — ah ! she 
prays for me, for me 1 — and dost thou not hate me, 
dost thou not curse the fratricide ? — Unspeakable 
goodness — O what do 1 feel at this bright display 
of virtue ! — My guilt appears more horrible ; 
gloomy and black as the deep caverns at the en- 
trance of hell. I feel— I feel the aggravated hor- 
rors of infernal torments, of agonizing remorse !— 
And thou prayest for me, Thirza \ — ^Vain, vain are 
thy supplications 1 No ; God cannot listen to 
them — he is just 1 — She retires from the grave of 
her slaughtered husband. — May I — wretch that I 
am — dare to tread the same path ; may I venture 
to shed tears of inexpressible anguish on her foot- 
steps 1 No— begone — yonder hillock, gleaming in 
the moon-light, is his grave ! — away from the sa- 
cred spot-*flee, murderer!*'— He said, and shudder- 
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iog retreated. He fled; but again he stood still, 
and in despair wringing his hands bedewed with 
tears, he exclaimed : " O, I cannot — I cannot flee ! 
How could I leave you, Mehala I — my children !-^ 
how could I forsake you for ever, without once 
more deploring my crime before you ; without 
humbling myself in the dust at thy feet, my be- 
loved! Perhaps thou mayst shed tears of com- 
passion for nie, perhaps thou mayst bless me 1— 
But how can I — accursed by the Almighty — how 
can I expect thy blessing t O hate me, execrate 
me, my crime deserves it ! Then will I flee, ladea 
with the curse of all nature — with thy malediction ! 
O horror ! infernal, inexpressible horror 1 no, I 
have not power to flee. My dearest wife!— my 
beloved children ! — I come to mourn my guilt, to 
humble myself in the dust before you, and then—* 
then, will I forsake you for ever !" Cain now pas*- 
sed at a distance from the grave, and proceeded 
towards his cottage. He approached his dwelling, 
he paused and shuddered. Pale as a corpse, he 
long stood trembling without, till at length with 
faltering step he passed the threshold. 

Mehala sat by the pale light of the moon, her- 
self pale as the moon veiled in clouds ; she mourn- 
ed and lamented on her solitary couch, anxi her 
weeping infants were sobbing around her. She 
beheld her husband, and uttering a piercing shriek, 
sank senseless on the bed ; while the terrified chil- 
dren hastened to meet their father and grasped 
his knees. " Father, dear father ! comfort her, 
comfort our poor mother 1 Alas I what affliction 
has come upon us 1 How we rejoice to see thee re- 
lumed father t What has detained thee so long V* 
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—Thus stammered the children^ clinging around 
their father. He stood shuddering in their midst, 
vrhile his tears flowed in streams upon them. Over- 
come with inexpressible agony, he was unable to 
speak ; he sank in the dust at the feet of his wife. 
The children now redoubled their cries ; Mehala 
awoke and beheld her husband at her feet, moist- 
ening the dust with his tears. " O Cain ! Cain !'* 
she exclaimed, sobbing and tearing her hair. 
•' Mehala,'* replied Cain, with faltering accents, 
•* fOTgive, O forgive me I if— wretch and murderef 
as I am— 1 presume once more to weep, to humble 
hiyself in the dust before thee. O permit me this 
last, this only consolation in my misery. Now ac- 
cursed by God, pursued by inexpressible torments, 
I will flee — will wander a fugitive on the earth. 
curse me not— curse not thy wretched husband l" 
*' Cain ! Cain 1*' exclaimed Mehala, in a tone of 
acutest sorrow, " murderer of the best of brothers, 
my husband ! O wretched, wretched Cain ! what 
hast thou done ?'* Cain raised his eyes to her, and 
with a look expressive of the anguish which rent 
his heart, exclaimed : " Cursed be the hour, in 
which a dream from hell deceived me t I hoped, 
alas ! to rescue these weeping children from future 
misery, and slew him — accursed be the hour — and 
slew my virtuous brother! And now — now the 
torments of hell will for ever pursue me for the 
horrid deed * Forget me, Mehala I forget thy hus- 
band ! Curse me not, my beloved wife I O curse 
me not ! Now accursed of God, 1 will flee — flee for 
ever from thee, from my children !" The children 
shrieked around him, they wrang their little hands 
over their curled heads^ and Mehala sank beside 
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hinu " Receive these tears, receive these testimo- 
aies of my pity," said she, weeping over him ; 
" thou wouldst flee Cain — wouldst wander alone 
through the solitary earth t O how could I dwell 
in this hut, while thou, a houseless fugitive, wouldst 
languish in the solitude of the desert ! No, 
Cain 1 I will accompany thee ; how could I suffer 
thee to wander forlorn in the wilderness. What 
cruel inquietude would torment me ! Would not 
every melancholy tone that struck my ear, fill my 
soul with anguish and terror ? ' Perhaps it is he,* 
should I say to myself, ' perhaps he is groaning, 
helpless and forlorn, in the agonies of death !' She 
«aid, and Cain gazing on her with mingled trans- 
port and surprize, exclaimed: *' O G^odl— what 
do I hear ? — It is, yes, it is Mehala 1 it is not the 
delusion of a dream — O God ! what words I — No, 
Mehala, it is consolation enough for a wretch like 
me, that thou dost not hate, that thou dost not curse 
me ! No, thou virtuous woman, it is not fit that 
thou shouldst share with me the punishment due 
to the most heinous of crimes. O remain among 
the dwellings of the righteous, on which rests the 
blessing of the Lord 1 Thou shalt not share my 
misery. Forget the wretch, the outcast from all 
nature, who knows no place of rest ; forget thy mi- 
serable husband— but curse me not !" — " No, Cain ! 
no," replied Mehala, " I will accompany thy 
flight ; I will follow thee with our children into the 
wilderness ; I will mourn with thee, share thy mi* 
sery, and perhaps help to assuage it. My tears 
shall mingle with those of thy repentance ; my 
prayers shall ascend with thine to the throne of 
God ; these children shall kneel around us and lisp 

K 
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forth supplications for thee. God despiseth not the 
repentance of the sinner. Yes^ Cain ! I will flee 
with thee. We will unceasingly weep and implore 
the mercy of the Almighty till he vouchsafes to 
shed a beam of comfort to sooth and cheer thy 
despairing soul;— for^ Cain, God listens to the 
prayer of the penitent sinner." 

" O !" exclaimed Cain, " what shall I call thee? 
•^angel of consolation I What comfort already 
beams on my darkened soul ! Mehala I my wife 1 
yes, now I may venture to embrace thee. O that 
I could express my emotions ! Nor the most fer- 
vent embrace, nor all my tears can speak them l" 
Cain now bowed his head to her bosom ; his soul 
was incapable of expressing the gratitude, the sen- 
sations that filled his heart. He then went from 
her side, embraced his children, and returning to 
Mehala, pressed her with ardor to his breast. This 
tenderest of wives now took her youngest infant to 
her bosom, and supported herself on her husband ; 
another little one held by his father's hand, and 
Eliel ^d Josiah, wiping the tears from their cheeks, 
tripped gaily before them. Mehala looked around 
her with tears. " Blessed be ye, whom I leave be^ 
hind me 1" exclaimed she. '' Soon will I return, 
from our future dwelling to implore your blessings 
fbr myself and my penitent husband I'' Fixing- 
h^ eyes on the cottages, she paused and wept, a» 
if irresolute ; when suddenly balmy odors, like the 
perfumes of spring, filled the air. " Go, generous 
wife ;*' said the sweet voice of some invisible spirit ; 
"in refreshing dreams I will inform thy mother of 
thy virtuous resolution, and that thou hast accom- 



DEATH OF ABEL. 131 



Cain and his fomily retire tu desert regions. 



panied thy penitent husband to implore pardon for 
him of the Almighty Judge." 

They now passed through the moonlight, often 
pausing to look back and weep; and advanced 
into desolate regions, on which had never yet been 
imprinted the footsteps of man. 
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l^xANY years of sorrow had passed away sine* 
the tremendous nighty when Mylon's cottage and 
the little promontory on which it stood, were se^ 
Tered by the impetuous waves from the main land ; 
the sea had buried m its bosom the plains which 
once united them. On a solitary island nvw 
stood the little dwelling, so far distant from the 
continent, that even when the winds and waves 
were hushed to the softest repose, the loudest iow<> 
ing of the cattle on tlie blue shores could not be 
heard by the lonely inhabitants, cut off from all the 
pleiisures which social affection and friendship 
had formerly afforded. Semira, whom death had 
long since deprived of the partner of her love, hers 
lived in melancholy solitude with her daughter ; 

■I M il I !■■ Pill I . .1.1 ^ .1 .— I ■!■ 111! I a 

* This piece was composed by the author in a hoase near 
Zurich, in one of the most charming sitoatiom which that 
country aifords. A small lake, overgrown with reeds, lay 
near his habitation, and on its banks he was frequently ob- 
served seated for hours> wrapped in pleasing reveries. 
There he doubtless conceived the idea of writing the First 
Navigator, which is uttiversally admitted to be one of the 
finest productions of his M«se« X, 
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no society cheered their lonely hours but that of 
the birds of heaven or their little flock. 

Unseen and unadmired by man> Melida^ her 
daughter^ bloomed in youthful beauty. Amid the 
gay sports or in the festive dance^ she would have 
been the fairest of the fair ; she was more lovely 
than the young peach-tree, when, for the first time 
it expands its beauteous blossoms. 

Semira, fearful lest she should embitter the soli- 
tude of her daughter with unavailing regret, and 
awaken a desire of pleasures she was prevented 
Irom tasting,' carefully avoided the mention of those 
social joys, which, on the distant shore, enlivened 
every meadow and every grove. Each day she 
i^ent to weep away a melancholy hour at Mylon's 
grave. '' O thou art gone ! (thus she daily poured 
forth her lamentations) thou art no more ! alas ! 
thou comfort of my life, thou support in our mi- 
sery ! helpless, forlorn, encompassed by the raging 
ocean, what a dreadful fate awaits us ! No sympa- 
thizing heart alleviates our sorrows and all human 
assistance is denied us. O that I could likewise 
behold thee expire, Melida ! my beloved daugh- 
ter! alas; such is my wretchedness, that this is 
my most earnest wish. O that I could behold thee 
expire ! Should death summon me away, and 
shouldst thou — dreadful contemplation — be left 
alone, in the bloom of youth, surrounded by the 
dashing billows, with no companion but misery and 
unavailing sorrow ! — never will human accents sa- 
lute thine ear; never will it be cheered by the 
Toice of a tender husband, blest in thy charms and 
in thy virtues, nor greeted by lisping infants with 
the fond name df mother. A stranger to the 
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sound of joy, the yoice of thy own lamentations 
will alone echo amid this gloomy shade and these 
rocky cliffs. Slow care and sorrow will consume 
thy youth ; comfortless wilt thou expire ; the ten- 
der attentions and the tears of love will not sooth 
thy dying moments. Thy corpse will moulder un* 
buried beneath the scorching sun^ and be a prey 
to the birds of heaven. O echo not my plaints^ ye 
cliffs ! ye dark solitary shades ! to you alone I can 
pour forth my sorrows ; reveal them not to her, 
whoy in happy ignorance^ knows not the full extent 
of her misery.'' Such were the lamentations of 
Semira, who anxiously concealed from her daugh- 
ter the griefs that preyed with incessant activity 
on her spirits. 

In the mean time^ Melida> with fascinating sim- 
plicity sported among the young lambs; (they 
needed no attendant, for the surging billows in- 
closed them within their little pasture;} or with 
the fragrant shrubs formed over-arching bowers. 
She was the protectress of the plants ; every droop* 
ing flower experienced her kindly aid and every 
shrub'flourished under her care. She taught a rill 
to wander among them, now murmuring over the 
pebbles and now collecting itself into little pools. 
Round the island she had planted a double row of 
fruit-trees, in whose youthful shade walked the soli- 
tary maiden, fair as Venus in the bowers of Paphos. 
She had likewise ornamented a cave in a rock on 
the shore, (for solitude affords full scope . to the 
imagination) ; she had fancifully arranged on its 
walls the shells of various forms and colors, cast 
upon the shore by the sportive waves. The largest 
of them received the sparkling drops> which fell 
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with a pleasing murmur from the arched roof; and 
jessamines waved their slender branches before the 
entrance. 

Amid these innocent amusements, hours flew ra- 
pidly away, and she felt not that she was alone. 
But now sixteen summers had passed over her head 
and she began to be sensible that she was in soli- 
tude. Pensive and dejected she wandered, or 
seated in her favorite shade, thus gave utterance to 
her thoughts : " Wherefore have the Gods placed 
us here in this solitude ? More unfortunate than any 
other beings, wherefore were we created, and why 
do we still exist ? O I feel — else whence this restless* 
ness, as if I wanted something necessary to my very 
existence, something that I cannot name — yes, I feel 
that I was not created for a life of solitude ; some 
peculiar circumstance must have placed us in this 
situation, some accident which my mother conceals 
firom me. I can perceive that some melancholy 
mystery ever hangs over her brow, and when I 
question her she is scarcely able to repress the 
trembling tears that start into her eyes. She bids 
me trust to the wisdom of the Gods and calmly 
await the fate they have decreed us. I will cease 
my enquiries ; in silent resignation I will await my 
destiny from their hands, however dark and myste- 
rious it may at present appear." 

Often would she fix her eyes in profound contem- 
plation on the expansive sea. " O ye boundless 
billows-! tell, O tell me! is this little point, this 
island — ^how small in comparison with your im* 
measurable extent— is it the only land which your 
waters surround ? Do ye not wash other shbres too 
4istattt for my eye to dispem ? My mother denies 
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jt; but her silent grief aw^ens my suspicion. 
Surely, surely this is not the only land that diversi- 
fies your boundless plain ; for what is that which, 
like a low cloud, extends in a long line on your ex- 
treme verge? My imagination may perhaps de- 
ceive me ; but, amid profound stillness, I have 
thought I heard the sounds of distant voices. What 
else can it be ? though it appears so small, 'tis but 
on account of its great distance. Have I no^ re- 
marked that the distant waves too seem little, and 
that our cottage appears smaller when I look at it 
from the farthest point of the island ? And if it be 
land, like this, with flowery fields and fruitful trees, 
there must likewise be animals for whose enjoyment 
they were created. But perhaps they are different 
from those we have here, perhaps there may be 
none like myself ; none that could better serve me 
for society than my sheep do here. But if there 
were — ^ah I the very thought makes me sad I— if it 
were a land inhabited by beings like myself, and if 
there were many of them, as there are many birds 
and sheep on our island, and they could rejoice to- 
gether as the numerous birds rejoice, or sport and 
play like my sheep in social harmony — O happy, 
happy creatures 1 Leave me, leave me, too charm- 
ing ideas 1 Whither would ye lead me to plunge 
me into wretchedness ? O ye waves ! if ye break 
against that shore, whisper to the fortunate inha- 
bitants that an unhappy maiden sighs on this soli- 
tary island. Fly me, ye seducing thoughts, ye but 
render me more comfortless !** 

Often did she question her mother — " But tell 
me, why do we two remain but two, while all other 
creatures become more numerous? Around the 
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plants spring up young plants of the same kind, 
and our flock increases every year. How the 
young lambs frisk and sport and rejoice In tbeir 
new existence! And the numerous birds! aht I 
watched them and wept. Yonder, seated in the 
shadiest bower I observed them for several succes- 
sive 'days. Two birds built a pretty nest, and 
then fondly sported among the branches. 
how they caressed each other 1 Soon afterwards 
I observed in the nest little eggs, which one of them 
carefully covered with her wings, while the other 
cheered her with a song from a neighboring*bough. 
At length instead of the eggs I saw little unfeathered 
birds in the nest ; the old ones flew about with in- 
creased activity, and brought food in their beaks to 
the helpless nestlings which chirped for joy as they 
received it. By degrees they became fledged, and 
flapped their feeble wings ; at length they raised 
themselves from their little nest, and perched on 
the surrounding branches, the old ones flying be- 
fore as if to encourage them to make the attempt. 
O mother, how delightful it was to see them ! They 
often spread their wings, as if they would fly, and 
as oflen closed them fearful to venture. The bold- 
est at length flew away and alighted in safety: he 
sang for joy at his success and seemed to call his 
timid companions ; they likewise ventured, and 
now they fluttered around and sang with general 
exultation.* Ah ! what strange ideas arose in my 
mind I Why is this pleasure denied to us alone ?" 

• The observation of nature affords to every mind aa 
inexhaustible fnnd of instruction and delight. The accurate 
delineation of her beauties and operations contained in 



FIRST NAVIGATOR. 141 

^M— <— — ^^^i— ^— " III" » 11 ■ I I . I ^m^m^^mmammm^^ 

Her derire of companions. 

. ' ' i 

' Semira was at a loss how to answer questions so 
dangerous to her secret. '' I am as ignorant/' said 
she, *' as thyself." Why wilt thou by fruitless en- 
quiries and empty conjectures awaken wishes which 
destroy thy innocent repose ? Why wilt thou pre- 
sumptuously seek to investigate the mystery which 
the gods eonceal from us ? They alone know what 
will become of U8> and will sooner or later direct 
our fate as it seems best to their supreme wisdom.** 
*' But/* replied Melida> ** the gods will forgive 
my curiosity, excited by the observations and re* 
flections for which our solitude affords such abun* 
dant leisure. But I am unable to suppress the wish 
that our species should increase like the other crea- 
tures. How. that can take place I cannot discover^ 
I must leave it to the gods. The plants are pro- 
duced from seeds ; some animals from eggs, some 
in one way and some in another. This I have re- 
marked — for what else have I to do ? — O if I could 
but find some little men, produced either in that or 
in any other way — O gods ! what care I should 
take of them I how I should love them ! But now 
I will consign all these fancies to the winds ; the 
gods will govern my destiny according to their 
good pleasure. But yet, my dearest mother, I have 



Gessner's compositions has 'without doubt contributed in no 
small degree to the popularity of our author's works, and 
has rendered him a deserved favorite with every descrip- 
tion of readers. — ^The above artless, unornamented descrip- 
tion of the loves of the feathered tribes, their affection for 
their young and the early efforts of the latter, will afford 
equal gratification to the lisping infant and thie hoary sage, 
to the illiterate and the learned, to the peasant and tlni 
prince. T. 
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•till another question to ask and then I have done. 
I know that I have not always been as I now am ; 
that I gradually attained my present size, like the 
plants and the animals around me. I can still re- 
member the time when I was not much higher than 
the stalk of a carnation ; before that period I must 
have been still smaller than I am able to recollect, 
and must once have begun to exist, like the plants, 
and the birds, and other creatures. Tell me, for 
fhou must have ejdsted before me, how and where 
thou first foundst me, and how I entered into life. 
If thou wilt satisfy me on this subject, I may per- 
haps be enabled more easily to discover traces of 
them, or— But I know not myself what I mean— 
Thou cansttell me all.*' In this manner she torment- 
ed her perplexed mother with a thousand questions. 
" Thou makest me angry, child," said she, ** with 
thy strange talk. I cannot tell how thou enteredst 
into life. When I was alone, quite alone, I prayed 
to the gods for a companion, and one fine mor^iing 
I found thee, quite little, under the rose-bushes be- 
fore our cottage. But once more, inquisitive child, 
thou wilt make me angry with thy unprofitable 
prattle. Go, tend our flowers, play with thy lambs, 
harass not the gods with thy vain curiosity and me 
with questions which I cannot answer. Since thou 
hast resigned thyself to these strange fancies^ thou 
no longer strivest to invent the means of passing 
thy time agreeably ; thou art now only industrious 
in tormenting thyself and me ; thou kavest thy 
grotto unfinished, and the flowers droop for the 
want of thy accustomed care."* 
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* Such are invariably the effects of the tender paskion> 
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Calamity which separated the island from the main land. 

Thus Setnira, the prey of secret sorrow and dis- 
quietude, lived excluded from all society but tha€ 
of her daughter. The gods at length listened to 
her supplications, and resolved to convert her grief 
into Joy. In the council of the gods, Cupid under- 
took the pleasing task ; and who among them 
knows so well as he how to make a maiden hap- 
py? 

On the continent, opposite to the island, dwelt a 
youth, whose graceful form might have caused him 
to be taken for a god when he wandered in the 
flowery meadow, or in the shade of the grove. 
Often had his father related to him the dreadful 
calamity, which, many years before, had over- 
whelmed the country. " Thou seest yon spot in 
the midst of the waters," said he, pointing towards 
the island, which he could distinguish from his hut 
that stood not far from the shore. ** A long neck 
of land stretched like an extended arm into the 
sea, and at its extremity dwelt a virtuous pair, My- 
lon and Semira. Charming fields occupied the 
space between us and their hut, and numerous 
flocks and herds grazed on either shore of the pro- 
montory. Their greatest blessing and their joy 
was an infant daughter, a miracle of beauty and 
sweetness. From distant parts of the country the 
women came to admire the charms of the lovely 
infant ; they brought her little presents and blessed 
the happy mother. But I still shudder when I 
think of their melancholy fate. At midnight a 

which already existed in the bo&om of this child of nature, 
and only waited the appearance of a proper object to be 
elicited and called forth into activity. T. 
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tremendous crash, like a thousand peals of thunder 
alanned the whole country ; the earth trembled, 
the sea raged and rose in horrid tumult above its 
shores ; sounds of terror and lamentation echoed 
through the nocturnal air. Amid the darkness of 
night none could discover the cause of this distress. 
Trembling and full of horror, the inhabitants aban* 
doned their dwellings, and anxiously awaited the 
return of mom. Twilight came, and disclosed a 
scene of dreadful devastation ; the meads which 
once united that island with our shores were en« 
gulphed by the foaming billows. When the mom- 
ing sun darted his beams on the settling waves, we 
discovered the island ; and one among us whom 
the gods had endowed with stronger sight, imagined 
that in clear weather he could distinguish Mylon's 
cottage and the trees that surrounded it. Perhaps 
he still survives with his ¥dfe ; perhaps Melida 
(that was the name of the beauteous infant) Ian- 
gviishes in melancholy solitude, the fairest maid 
that ever human eyes beheld.'* 

This narrative made a deep impression on the 
mind of the youth ; he often wandered on the sea- 
shore, musing on the fate of the inhabitants of the 
island. Once when the murmur of the waves had 
lulled him into soft slumbers, Cupid, descending, 
stood beside him, fanned him .with his downy 
wings that he might not be awakened by the noon-" 
tide heat, and presented to him the following 
dream.-r-He imagined that he stood on the shore ^ii 
the island ; little cupids fluttered with melancholy 
gestures among the sacred shades, or mourned on 
the bending branches of the shrubs, or on the flow- 
ers. With slowstep^ and pensive attitude, a maid- 
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^ advanced from the recesses of the grove. Every 
charm that imagination can conceive adorned her 
graceful form, and, with her eyes fix«d on the 
gsound, she passed along in careless beavty. Part 
of her light hair ilowed over her shoulders, like 
milk on white, polished marble, and part was neg- 
iigently fastened in a knot and adorned with a 
sprig of myrtle. A charming paleness overspread 
luer cheeks, like roses withering on a maiden's bo- 
som, and ardent desire beamed from iier large blue 
eyes. She passed on, heedless 'of the gentle zephyrs 
which played around her ; heedless of the beaute- 
ous fiowers which embraced her feet, and exhaled 
their richest odors to engage her attention ; heed- 
less of the sweetest fruits, which in variegated splen- 
dor smiled upon her on either side from the bend« 
ing branches. She advanced to the shore, and 
sorrowfully fixing her eyes on the blue, distant 
land, raised her snowy arms and seemed to im- 
plore assistance. He imagined that he passed over 
the water and hastened to her relief. Cupid re- 
ceived him on the shadowed shore, and led the 
maiden into his trembling arms ; the little love- 
gods fluttered in wanton sportiveness, crowned 
them with wreaths of flowers, and, with their gen- 
tle wings wafted around them fragrant perfumes. 
The siumberer's heart beat quick, his cheeks glow- 
ed, his arms embraced the yielding air, and he 
awoke.* Long he lay overpowered with extacy, 

* Without the interference of Cupid, it mast be allowed, 
that nothing can be more natural than this dream. How 
often does the subject which engrosses onr waking thoughts 
occnpy the mind -in the moments of fllundier ! T« 
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Ye gods/' he exclaimed with trembling lips, 

where am I ? What ! is she gone ? is she fled 
from my embrace > Alas ! here 1 lie on the shore 
— yonder, far distant is the island 1 A dream has 
robbed me of my peace, has deprived me of hap- 
piness for ever I" 

He now loved more than ever to wander on the 
shore ; he sighed as he walked with pensive steps, 
or seated on tl^e sand, gazed over the dancing 
waves at the island. Often at night by the mild 
light of the moon, when silence reigned over the 
face of all nature, uninterrupted save by the mur- 
muring of the sea, he stood on the extreme verge 
of the shore, and listened if no sound from the 
island broke on his ear. Often he imagined that 
he heard the sounds of lamentation or the tones of 
a lovely voice ; (for how often does an ardent ima- 
gination deceive the wishes of the votaries of love!) 
Sometimes he called and thought he received an 
answer from the distant shore ; and sometimes he 
fancied he saw the faint light of a fire on the island, 
when some star glimmered behind it on the verge 
of heaven. " Perhaps,*' said he, *' perhaps the 
lonely maiden sits there by the nocturnal flame, 
musing on her forlorn condition, and vainly sighing 
away her youthful charms amid the stillness of 
night. O ye winds, had I but your wings ! — Hasten, 
fly to yon solitary shore and tell her that an un- 
happy youth languishes on this distant coast." 

*' But whither," said he often to himself, ''whi- 
ther is my reason fled ? Fool that I am, what is it 
that I love ? A dream, an idle dream ! I fell asleep 
on this shore, and my imagination placed before 
my eyes an image more beiauteous indeed, far more 
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beauteous than any I had yet seen. I awoke^ but, 
O gods ! it vanished not like a dream ; it is deeply, 
indelibly impressed on my imagination, and reigns 
over my whole soul. And yet a dream, a shadow, 
whose reality perhaps nowhere exists, is the object 
of my passion, and haunts me amid all my occupa- 
tions ; wherever I go it wanders by my side, nou- 
rishes a continual l^ame in my heart and leads ine 
with irresistible power to this shore. O shame ! 
seek to recover thy reason. Be again what thou 
wast, tranquil, contented and industrious. Go, 
•mile at the victory gained over thy folly ; forsake 
the shore and thank the gods, that thou art not yet 
the ridicule of the whole country." 

But in vain he struggled with his passion, in vain 
he resolved to avoid the shore. Amid the most 
agreeable occupations, the figure hovered before 
his sight and some invisible power seemed to draw 
him to the sea-side. *' Ye gods !'* he exclaimed^ 
shall this passion for ever torment me, and shall a 
shadow overwhelm my youthful days with hopeless 
anguish ? But this is not such a dream as the warm 
imagination commonly engenders, my fancy never 
formed an idea of beauty so far exceeding all that 
my eyes had yet beheld. Though a dre^m it 
could not be the mere effect of fancy ; some divi- 
nity must doubtless have inspired it. But why, and 
with what intention I am unable to discover. If 
the fair creature really exists on this island, why 
did he present her to me in a dream ; why does he 
condemn me to pine with hopeless passion ; why 
abandon me to disappointment, without assistance, 
without the mean3 of reaching the shore } Since it 
is impossible to gain the distant land by swimming, 

l2 
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whzt metbody what contrivance can I employ } 
The gods have indeed endowed man with courage 
and invention, and leave it to him to employ fail 
noble faculties for his own advantage: but, ye 
gods ! what human art can teach me how to walk 
upon the waves of the sea, or, like a sea-gull, to 
swim fearless through the foaming -billows }" 

Often did he sit in profound contemplation on the 
shore ; long were all the efTcMts of his mind in vatii 
directed to the discovery of some contrivance which 
might enable him to accomplish his wishes; for. 
In those days the arts of navigation were still us- 
known. What inducements had men to visit dis- 
tant coasts, when every spot that afforded grass for 
their cattle, that was shaded by trees bearing whole- 
some fruits and was watered by a lihipid stream, 
furnished an abundant supply for all their wants } 
Long did he meditate, and many a plan -did he in* 
vent and reject. At length, as with melancholy 
looks he was gazing on the waters, he discovered 
at a great distance from the shore, some floating 
object which the waves gradually brought nearer 
to him. Joy and hope flashed in his sparkling eyes ; 
the object continued to approach, and he perceived 
that it was the hollow trunk of an upnx>ted tree, 
and that a timid rabbit, pursued by some enemy 
from the shore, had saved itself i^>on the floating 
habitation. It sat secure in the cavity; a leafy- 
branch bending over it afforded an agreeable 
shade, and a gentle gale drove the trunk to the feet 
of the youth on the shore. A presentiment of success 
flashed upon his mind, and he leaped intoxicated 
with joy. Then musing, he attempted to deve- 
lope the confused idea which^ like a dubious sha- 
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dow of night, now Tamsii«d and now arose again 
in his imagination. He dragged the tree on the 
dry sand, resolving at early dawn to commence 
the plan which yet lay half-formed In his mind. 
Hope and doubt and restliessnes^ were his compa- 
nions till the morning ; when, provided with a few 
rude tools — for at that time the ftfirppy simplicity of 
mankind reqohred not many, — he hastened to the 
shore. " Have I not often seenf," said he, ** some 
hollow leaf blown from the shore, smoothly floating 
on the, water ? Did I not lately observe in the pool 
near our cottage, how the buttepfHes flutteiting over 
its surface, settled upon the leaver, without wetting^ 
their delicate feet ? I will attempt ai similar experi-> 
ment ; nature has already done one half of the 
work ; I will hollow out this tree so* that I may be 
able to sit in the cavity with ease.'' Thus he spoke, 
and joyfully began his labor. ** O thou !" be ex- 
claimed^ " whoever thou ait, thou mild divinity 
who inspiredst the dream, indelibly imprinted on 
my mind, hear, O hear my supplication ! prosper 
my undertaking !" 

Often pausing from his labor, he gazed oo the 
island and exclaimed : ** O thou fairest of mortals I 
what is so difficult that love cannot accomplish I 
what danger so great that love will not overcome ? 
O what delicious hopes hover before my mind ! 
How canst thou, if I reach thy shore, how canst 
thou refuse me thy lov^—me, ^ whose tenderness 
braves the abysses of the ocean? Did love ever 
inspire a bolder project ?** 

Often too in despondency he desisted from his 
work. " Fool that I am," said he, *' how ridicu- 
tous is my labor. If some one passing by should 

l3 
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ask : ' Friend, what art thou doing ?' what would 
he say if I tell him» * I am hollowing this tree to 
place myself in it, and to swim in it over the wide 
ocean.' * Who is the wretch/ he would exclaim, 
' that, with careless indifference suffers his mad son 
to follow the suggestions of his phrenzy P Thus 
spoke the youth, while displeased with himself he 
gazed on his work. " But/' he continued, " even 
if I should not succeed, I shall only have wasted a 
few idle hours. Should I not risk so much for my 
love ? Some human beings surely dwell upon the 
island ; my father's relation renders this probable, 
and the dream which some divinity presented to 
my imagination makes it certain. And if they 
dwell there, ye gods! how helpless, how forlorn 
must they be ! Or, if her parents were already dead, 
or should die, and she be left in cheerless solitude 
to pine away her youth and beauty in grief and 
despair ! No, not love, compassion alone ought to 
urge me to risk every thing to rescue her I'* In 
this manner he often lost and as often regained his 
courage. 

Before many days had elapsed, the trunk was 
hollowed out and had assumed the imperfect form of 
a boat. He now dragged it with difficulty to a place 
where the shore enclosed a small portion of the sea 
and protected it from the winds. He pushed the 
vessel into the water, seated himself in the middle, 
and resigning his bark to the impulse of the 
waves, observed in what respects he had succeed- 
ed in his labor, and where he had failed. The 
waves carried him back to the shore ; he again fell 
to work, made many alterations and many new 
experiments. *' Now,'* thought he, «^ half of 
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my labor is indeed, accomplished, but what 
means have I of directing ray course as I wish ? 
My vessel now floats at the mercy of the winds 
and waves, and it were madness thus to venture 
into the open sea, in the expectation of reaching 
the island." A hundred expedients presented 
themselves to his imagination and were successive- 
ly rejected. " But," said he, at length, " the 
swan, and all the birds that swim upon the waters, 
guide their course by striking forward with their 
broad feet : one animal taught me to swim upon 
the trunk of a tree, and another may perhaps in- 
struct me to overcome my present difficulty. Sup- 
pose I were to make myself feet of wood, broad 
as those with which the swan cleaves the water, 
and were to guide one with each hand, on either 
side of the hollow . bark !" Delighted with the 
idea, he hastened to cut wood proper for the pur- 
pose, and had soon formed two oars. He then 
ran to the vessel, but his efforts were long unsuc- 
cessful ; however, by observing the manner in 
which the aquatic birds employ their feet to direct 
their course, he daily made some advances in the 
art of steering his bark. For. some time he con- 
fined himself within the little bay, but confiding 
in his skill, he at length ventured into the open 
sea, and guided his vessel in safety back to the 
shore. He sprang upon the beach, and exclaimed 
with transport : " O exquisite delight ! I have 
succeeded in the attempt ; with the first beams of 
the morning sun I will be upon the sea, and if the 
winds be favorable I will trust myself upon the 
wide ocean in my little bark. My undertaking is 
hazardous, but my passion inflicts Insupportable 
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tnture, and be muit be a nretcli who would Imi- 
tate to biaye dangera in order to carry cvmfbct and 
axistance to the unfortunate." He now tecured 
Us venel m the little bay, and, night coiung fh 
returned to hia cotttge. 
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JPID unseen had animated him to pursue hi< 
>r, but now on rapid pinions he flew through the 
y night, by the mild moon-light, to the island 
rhich dwells .£olus, the god of winds. From 
the tumult of the winds, imprisoned in a vast 
»m, burst on his ear, loud as the roaring of the 
ng ocean. He alighted on a rock which tow- 
1 above the waves ; the god of the winds waa 
ed on a cliff at the entrance of his cave. The 
ds with a blustering noise flew in and out, like 
s, hununing around their hive. They came 
dient to his commands, or issued forth to rage 
he deep, to howl among the hills, or to collect 
tempest over the heads of the guilty: while 
zephyrs in obedience to his injunctions, fanned 
tranquil cot and meadow, cooling the industri- 
laborer as he toiled, or sporting amid the shades 
he thickets and the groves. But now he heeded 
the winds ; pensively seated on the dew-drip- 
g rock, one arm rested upon his knee, and his 
id, around which his hair wildly played, sup- 
ted his head. He sat oppressed with ca|e, and 
ed on the waves which danced in the moon- 
jas* Love was the cause of his care, love iii« 
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spired by one of the nymphs of the ocean. Cupid, 
as he once passed by and saw him idly reclining 
on his rocky couch, had wounded him with one of 
his keenest arrows. Cytherea's son heard him 
complaining at a distance, and alighted on a neigh- 
boring cliff to listen to his lamentations. " O thou," 
he said, " who art the loveliest of the train of The- 
tis, fairest among the nymphs of the ocean, shall 
my sufferings never be rewarded with thy compas- 
sion and thy love ? Alas, too long have. I already 
been tormented by love : in vain obedient winds 
waft to thine ear my sighs and lamentations ; thou 
heedest me not, as languishing I recline on my 
Tockf, and gaze with wistful eyes upon thee, when 
upborne by the crystal billows which reflect thy 
snowy bosom. What transport thrills me when 
tbou risest high above the waves so that I discover 
the whole heaven of thy charms. What horror 
succeeds, when suddenly sinking into the circling 
flood thou retirest from my ravished sight ; or 
when I behold thee sporting with thy sister-nymphs 
on the sparkling surface, till the sea foams around 
you, and the water distih from your wreaths of 
blossomed Sea- weed ! But what raging jealousy 
inflames my breast, when in wanton sport ye pur- 
sue the sedge-crowned sea-gods with rods of reeds, 
while the pursued suddenly turning round clasps 
thee in his nervous arms. Soon gliding from his 
embrace, and plunging beneath the waves, thou 
risest again with scornful laugh at a distance from 
him. But, gods ! what fury transports me, when 
he pursues thee, and my eye is unable to distin- 
guish either of you ; or when a god, coming upon 
thee unawares from the watery abyss, with loud 
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bursts of laughter raises thy shrinking form on his 
dripping shoulders — I ^mp^ I rave— for thou 
smilest and art not angry at his presumption^ but 
fbrgettest the torments which meanwhile consume 
thy miserable lover. My nervous arm has already 
seized the nearest rock to crush the detested wretch; 
already have I commanded the raging winds to 
shroud in furious tempests the hated scene; but, 
fearful of offending thee, the rock drops from my 
grasp, I recal the raging winds and sink down in 
impotent phrenzy. My longing eyes ever seek 
thee, and when at night the dashing of the waves 
awakens me, I imagine that thou art sporting near 
the shore ; in vain I call thee and curse the dark- 
ness which shrouds thee from my sight. O that 
thou wert an earth-born nymph ! the false waves 
prevent me from following thee into all thy re- 
treats with my sighs and intreaties. Come, O 
come to my shore ! Here are delightful caves ; 
my softest gales shall fan thee ; from every quarter 
of the earth they shall bring thee the most delight- 
ful perfumes, and beneath their enlivening breezes 
refreshing shades shall spring up around my shores. 
Come, be the queen of winds ; come in the beau- 
teous form in which I first surprised thee on my 
shore, when reclining on the flowery turf, thy 
snowy limbs glistened in the sun, and the spark- 
ling drops distilled upon the grass around thee, as 
the morning dew trickles from the new-blown rose. 
Come, O come, never to leave me more ; never to 
return to the waves, as thou didst that day, on my 
approach, when plunging into the foaming billows, 
I was abandoned to all the torments of unrequited 
love I** 
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Thus mourned the king of winds when Cupid ap- 
proached him. " I have heard all thy complainls,'' 
said he, '* mighty sovereign of the winds \'* I am 
the son of snowy-bosomed Venus, and have power 
to relieve thy pains. I swear to thee by high Olym- 
pus, that if thou wilt grant me one request, my 
keenest shaft shall pierce the coy daughter of Ne- 
xeus, that decked with the charms of blushing mo- 
desty she shall ascend thy shore, and repay with 
ardent passion all the pangs thou hast endured. 
With pleasing surprise .£olus replied : '' Son of 
all-powerfiil Venus, what is thy request? Any 
service I can perform will be but a slight compen- 
sation for the felicity thou hast so solemnly phomised 
me.** " Listen then to my petition,** said Cupid ; 
*^ imprison all thy winds till the evening sun sinks 
beneath the waves, and give me a thousand ze- 
phyrs who shall till that time be subject to my 
eommand.** With a voice of thunder JEolus in- 
stantly called the wandering winds ; they came on 
sounding pinions from every quarter, and retired 
at his command to> their rocky cave, while a thou- 
sand zephyrs fluttered around the god of love. 

" Soon,** said Gupid, " shalt thou see thy ser- 
vices rewarded and thy wishes fulfilled : I hasten 
»ow whither my presence is necessary.** He said, 
and accompanied by his' train of zephyrs, winged 
kis rapid flight to the shore, where, in the early 
dawn, he found the adventurous youth rejoicing in 
the beauty of the morning and anticipating the suc- 
cess of his expedition. The first beams of Aurora 
^arkled on the tranquil, trembling waves, and he 
perceived the distant island more distinctly than 
ever. The shore echoed with the warbling of the 
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birdsy and two wild doves steered thetr flight over 
his head towards the island. A gentle gale whi»* 
pered along the shady shore. Snch a silent calm 
reigned over the waves and the expectant ghores, 
when Venus, in dazzling beauty, rose from amid 
the foam-white billows ; the serene sky, the green 
sea and the earth gazed with solemn rapture ; the 
winds reclined in mute astonishment on unmoving 
pinions ; only the gentlest zephyrs fanned the god- 
dess, and kissed every new-bom charm. — Cupid 
re-animated his courage and his love, and he sprang 
into the boat. *' Neptune, thou ruler of the ocean!" 
said he, *^ and ye deities who inhabit the sea, be 
propitious to my bold design ! Not ambition^ not 
presumptuous pride, but love, with which a god 
has inspired nw bosom, and the virtuous desire of 
affording relief to the sufferer, have animated me 
to the hardy enterprize. Grant, O grant that 1 
may reach yon shore in safety ; and thou, who hast 
enkindled this passion, leave, O leave me not; 
it was thou who first excited in my mind the bold 
idea !" 

Suddenly, while he was yet speaking, at Cupid's 
command, a tall mast rose from the middle of the 
vessel, and from its top wreaths of flowers streamed 
in the air towards the Island. He had directed the 
zephyrs to blow against the wreaths and to waft the 
waves against the stern of the boat, while some 
were engaged in dividing the water before it and 
in smoothing its liquid course ; and others he had 
'Commanded to fan the youth as h6 toiled. With 
awe and astonishment he now perceived that a god 
assisted him ; full of courage he pushed off the 
shore, and Cupid unseen hovered above his vessel. 
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From the deep recesses and the distant shores came 
the Tritons, the sons of Neptune, and the sedge- 
crowned daughters of Nereus ; dashing the spark- 
ling waves in wanton sport they swam in a wide 
circle around him ; in joyful surprise they gazed 
on the bold mortal who first ventured in a little 
vessel to commit himself to their dangerous ele- 
ment. " Success attend thee," they sang, '* pros- 
perous be thy voyage, intrepid youth ! Love shall 
reward thee ; Ijove, who inspired thee with inven- 
tion and courage to venture in the hollow trunk on 
the waves of the ocean. With streaming garlands 
thou pursuest thy course through the sparkling 
billows, fair as the majestic swan with oary feet. 
Cupid flies before thee ; he must be happy whom 
love takes under his protection. Receive him un- 
harmed, ye shades of the island ! There shall he 
receive the sweetest reward of his bold invention. 
We behold, with prophetic eye we behold in future 
ages thy art completed. Nations shall with their 
vessels cover the waves of hoary Ocean, and shall 
pass over to far distant nations ; people unlike ia 
manners, separated by vast seas, shall meet asto- 
nished on the peaceful shores ; they shall exchange 
the treasures of their respective countries and bring 
back wealth and new arts and sciences to enrich 
their native land. The mariner pursues his course 
through the trackless ocean, and fearless crosses 
the unfathomable deep. He boldly braves the 
threatening tempest, when the skies and seas rage 
and his bark is the sport of the mountainous bil- 
lows. Such is the boldness and the ingenuity of 
the race of Prometheus ; the £re of the gods glows 
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within their bosoms, and impending dangers only 
animate them vt'ith more undaunted courage." 

Thus sang the nymphs and the sea-gods, in sport* 
ive dance around the vessel, blowing on their 
conches in harmonious measure to the song. The 
youth pursued his prosperous voyage, and safely 
reached the shores of the island, where cooling 
gales and grateful shades received him. He sprang 
enraptured from the boat, and drawing it securely 
on the beach, returned thanks to the gods who had 
so graciously befriended his hazardous undertaking. 
Filled with pleasing hopes he wandered through 
the shades of the island ; at every step he beheld 
with transport the traces of human industry. The 
apple, the fig and the pear-trees were planted in 
fruitful rows ; the vines glowing with their purple 
fruit formed an over-arching canopy ; jessamines 
and myrtles were here and there woven into ar- 
bors; a clear stream was conducted through the 
embowering shades, and its banks were decked 
with all kinds of flowers. While with eager look, 
he thus wandered through the island, Melida sat 
with her mother in the hut ; she had long remained 
silent with her head reclined on her bosom, when 
Semira said : '* How thou art always musing, my 
child ! What so deeply engages thee, my beloved 
Melida?" 

Melida, tears starting into her eyes, replied: 
*' Alas ! I know not why I muse; I know not why 
my heart throbs with such violence ; I know not 
what oppresses my bosom, and renders me unhap- 
py, far more unhappy than any other creature." 

" How, my Melida !" answered the anxious mo- 
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ther, " what, unhappy ! It is thy strange fancies 
that have destroyed thy peace. What is wanting 
to thy happiness } Do not all thy plants flourish } 
Are not ail thy undertakings crowned with success ? 
4hy bowers clothe themselves with the loveliest fo- 
liage to refresh thee with their shade ; the trees 
planted by thy hand are all fairer than the rest. 
Thy flock was once thy favorite care, and every 
creature in this island strives with eager emulation, 
/to give thee pleasure." 

** Yes,'* said Melida, weeping, *' ah ! yes ; for- 
merly every object afforded me delight, but that is 
:fled for ever. The cooling shades serve only to in- 
^crease my melancholy ; pleasure was once wafted 
to me from every plant and every flower ; hat, 
alas ! they no longer delight me, and the animals 
are all more happy than I. When I observe the 
birds sporting together and singing on the branches 
of the trees ; when I see my sheep assembled in the 
iShade, rejoicing with wanton gambols in <each 
jother's society, or peacefully reclining by each 
other's woolly sides ; then I am unable to suppress 
the melancholy wish—" 

" Discontented inaid !" exclaimed Semira, " art 
thou returning to the old subject of thy complaints? 
What fancies have taken possession of thy mind ! 
a desire for thou knowest not what, for things which 
do not exist in nature. I might with equal reason 
murmur that this sea is not land, or because I can* 
not fly like a bird, or because these trees cannot 
converse with me. And none of these ideas would 
be by far so strange as thine.'' 

'' But yet," replied Melida, *' I cannot think 
my wishes so very strange and unnatural. Why 
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should we alone be deprived of those enjoyments 
which all the animals possess, while in many re- 
spects we are so much like them. They eat, they 
sleep, they hear, they smell, just as we do ; they 
rejoice and are sad, especially when separated from 
their companions. When we resemble them in so 
many points, why should we not in that ?** 

" Why not, unaccountable maiden ?" exclaimed . 
her mother in an angry tone, " ask the gods why 
they have given thee no other companions than thy 
gentle sheep and the sprightly birds. Since the 
gods have thus decreed, why art thou dissatisfied 
with their society ?** 

Melida, with soft and timid accents, answered : 
" Yes, but the sheep rejoices not in the society of 
the deer, nor does the dove take delight in the 
company of the duck ; each animal only rejoices 
in the society of others of the same species as itseif. 
Are we not a distinct species? Even my gentlest , 
lamb takes more delight in the company of other 
lambs than in mine.*' 

*' But," said Semira, '* am not I a companion 
of thy own species, and do I not love thee more 
than sheep can love their lambs or birds can love 
each other?'* 

" Yes, O yes, my beloved mother," replied 
Melida, affectionately. '* But you are likewise 
sad ; perhaps you would be more cheerful, if there 
were more creatures like us, for our pleasures would 
then be multiplied. O, if there were, how delight- 
ful would it be, when our united efforts were exert- 
ed to cheer and to amuse thee! O! if there were 
but one— only one more, to share all my little plea- 
sures, to be continually by my side, to — ^Ah ! I feel 

M 
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— though my heart loves thee above everything; 
yet 1 feel as if it contained another love, a love for 
something, but 'what that is I cannot discover nor 
describe." 

'* Semira sighed* ** What uneasiness," said she, 
" does thy unfortunate desire occasion roe I The 
Gods will not fulfil thy wishes, because thou urgest 
them with too eager importunity. From the trees 
and from the stones they could create beings like 
thyself; but- 
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What !" exclaimed her daughter, interrupting 
her, " can they make them out of trees and of 
stones? O ye Gods ! before every tree, beside each 
stone will I offer up sacrifices to you ; the incense of 
the fairest productions of every season shall with 
my unwearied supplications ascend to you."— Sud- 
denly starting back, she exclaimed : " Ye Gods! 
what do I see!" and stood motionless like a statue. 
The youth, in equal astonishment, paused at the 
threshold of the hut. " Gods ! it is she !" at length 
he cried, *' it is she, whom I saw in my dream !" 

Semira, alarmed, looked behind her, and Qver- 
whelmed with confusion rose from her seat. ** If," 
said she, " thou art one of the immortals, and art 
come to visit our humble dwelling, O, listen gra- 
ciously to our prayers and — ^But, no, thou standest 
at the threshold, overcome with surprize like our- 
selves; whoever thou art, welcome to our habita- 
tion !" The youth entered the cottage and said: 
" O deign to receive me within your dwelling : I 
am not an inhabitant of Olympus. I have encount- 
ered many dangers on my passage to you, and 
supplicate your kindness and protection." 
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Melida, in the mean time, stood motionless, her 
eyes wandered over the pleasing figure of the youth. 
" The Gods," said she at length, " have granted 
my wishes, they have formed this delightful crea- 
ture for my companion. Come nearer, sit by my 
side ; come, that I may touch thy hand and thy 
rosy cheek ! But tell me, how did the Gods create 
thee? O how will I incessantly thank them for 
their kindness ! What wast thou at first ? a tree ? a 
stone?" While she spoke, she pressed the youth's 
trembling hand to her throbbing bosom. He 
sighed : " My beloved ! if I may call thee by that 
name — '' Me !" cried Melida, *' O call me ever 
so ! I hear thee with transport. Feel, feel how my 
heart beats with rapture, my hand trembles in 
thine; never have I yet felt such delicious sensa- 
tions" 

'* Ye Gods ! how happy am I f exclaimed the 
youth. ** Long have I loved thee above all things ; 
how successful has been my dangerous voyage, how 
sweet is the reward of my hardy enterprize !" He 
said and pressed the maiden's hand to his lips. 

" What art thou doing ? What do I feel ?" said 
Melida. "01 die with transport! All thou 
sayst, all thou dost pours into my heart streams of 
new, of unknown delight. But wilt thou always be 
my companion? wilt thou assist me in all my em- 
ployments, and share with me all my pleasures?" 

" How can I do otherwise, I who know no de- 
light but in thy presence ?" 

" O my beloved mother!" said Melida;" how 
gracious are the Gods, thus to listen to my strange 
wishes, and to form this lovely creature for my com- 

M 2 
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panion. This fair stranger is as tall as I am, not 
little as I was when thoufoundst me under the rose- 
bushes." 

Semira now said: " Let us recover from cor 8U> 
pri2e ; seat yourselves near me. And thou, let me 
again welcome thee to our dwelling ; no evil in- 
tention can have brought thee hither. Tell os 
whence thou comest^ and by what means thou hast 
reached this solitary shore.'* 

Hand in hand Meiida and the youth now seated 
themselves ; and he related to them how a God 
had in a dream presented to him the beauteous 
image of Meiida ; how he had loved her ; what 
hopeless anguish had tormented him^ because the 
wide ocean divided them ; how he had at length 
formed a vessel^ and providing it with wooden 
feet, had ventured across the sea> and with the 
assistance of the Gods had safely reached the shore 
of their island. 

They listened in profound astonishment to the 
wonderfill narration. When he had finished, Se- 
mira said : ''The Gods inspired thee with the bold 
design of braving the raging billows. Once more 
welcome to our shores. I will offer grateful sacri- 
fices to the Gods, who conducted thee hither for our 
happiness, and who have removed the weight of 
grief and anxiety which oppressed my heart.** 

" Then,* said Meiida, " there is another shore 
and other human beings beyond the sea. I always 
supposed so, though my mother concealed it from 
me. But never must thou return in thy hollow 
bark to that shore. O, stay with me; be mine, 
and mine alone ! Methinks I could not endure that 
thou shouldst love any other companion, like me. 
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Bat teU me, how It is that thou dost not appear to 
be exactly like myself : soft hairs grow upon thy 
chin, but I have none }" *' That is," replied the 
youth, ^* because I am a maa and thou a maiden/' 
^* A man," said Melida, ** that is extraordinary, 
and yet I oould not love thee better, if thou wast 
just like myself, O how many things has my mo- 
ther concealed from me 1" 

Semira smiled, and desired her to prepare some 
of the fairest fruits for their evening repast. She 
rose to obey, but insisted that the youth should ac- 
company her. Amid frequent embraces and en- 
dearing conversation they forgot the purpose of 
their walk, and withheedless steps wandered to the 
spot where the little vessel lay. " See,^' said the 
youth, ** see, my beloved ! there is the hollow 
trunk which brought me over the wild waves into 
thy embrace.'* ** O wonderful invention !" ex- 
claimed Melida, running hastily to it, with delight 
and admiration. " O what courage ! to venture 
on the wide ocean in such a vessel, a mere nothing, 
the sport of the waves, like the floating leaf of the 
blossom, which the gentlest zephyr wafts through 
the air. And love to me inspired the bold design ! 
my beloved ! how, O how can I thank thee for 
thy love !-^But tell me, what is it that is fastened 
on either side ? They must surely be feet of wood, 
with which, like the^ swan, thou hast directed thy 
course. O welcome thou hollow trunk ! welcome 
thou stranger from a distant shore ! Thou art dearer 
to me as thou thus liest despoiled of all thy leafy 
ornaments, than those which spring has decked in 
the gayest attire ! Blessed be the spot which thou 
'xast shadowed ; blessed be the ashes of him who 
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planted thee ; may spring pour forth all her beau- 
ties on the place where he reposes ! But thou, my 
beloved !" said she, and embraced the youth while 
tears of tenderness bedewed her cheeks, ** I con- 
jure thee, by all the Gods I conjure thee, forsake 
me not, nor ever ascend to the hollow bark to quit 
this shore ! If thou dost, may the angry waves bear 
thee back to my arms, to my tender lamentations 
over thy inconstancy !" — " O my beloved !" an- 
swered the youth, affectionately kissing the tears 
from her cheeks, *' how unjust are thy apprehen- 
sions ! May the first wave bury me in the abyss if 
ever I leave this shore with that horrible intention 1 
But how coakl I, thou, whom I love above all things, 
how could I leave thee, in whom alone centres all 
my happiness, and all my delights On this blessed 
shore I will raise two altars; one to the beauteous 
Venus and her potent son ; 'twas lie who enkindled 
in my bosom the unextinguishable flame, and in- 
spired the bold design. The other shall be sacred 
to the God of Ocean, whose waves bore me in safety 
to this shore." They returned to the cottage and 
placed the fruit on the table in neat baskets. Amid 
pleasing conversation the night advan4:;ed, and Cu- 
pid himself conducted them into a fragrant bower 
of jessamine and roses, beside which murmured a 
gentle stream. The little love-gods sported among 
the branches and softest zephyrs fluttered with per- 
fumed wings around the lovers. 

Their descendants improved the art of navigating 
the seas. On the shore of the island they erected a 
•noble city, which they called Cythera. High 
lowers and temples threw their lengthened shade 
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^r the LacoDic sea ; the fairest of all was conse- 
ted to Love ; it was surrounded by a double cif^ 
of lofty columns. Happiness and abundance 
'elt within its walls, and the richly -freighted 
ps of the Ocean assembled within its secure 
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Me juvet in gremio doctae legisse puells* 
Auribus et puris scripta probasse mea 

Hec ubi contigeriut, populi confusa yaleto 
Fabula^ nam Doniina jadice tntus ero. 



FROM MADEMOISELLE 

TO THE AUTHOR. 

IS it possible that you €an remain in the town, noto 
that the coming spring decks every tree with hlossoma 
and every meadow with flowers f Come to us into the 
country ; you will he welcomed by spring and me, 
ff you do not come I shdl be seriously offended with 
you ; I am half angry alreatk/^ Madam N 
tells me that you have been writing a pastoral; and 
so-^most mysterious Sirl^^I am to know nothing of 
the matter. And yet you Itave seen how highly your 
last song deliglited me ; / sing it contintudly. Madam 
xon ■ compares me to Mr., B *s buU-finch 

that has learned only 07t€ tune. I was lately singing 
it xvith great glee, by moon-light in the grove, wlien 
the nightingale began her strains, and I could not but 
pause, though lama great admirer of my own music 
Come next Thursday without fail ; I shall expect you 
in tJte. evening, rnjhe bower; but bring Daphnis with 
you, or while I live I will never again subscribe 
myseff 

m 

Your affectionate 






THE AUTHOR 
TO MADEMOISELLE 

WHO couid brave such threats from you f I ted 
you Daphnis, and in print ; and the answer to yoar 
letter must even serve far the dedication, To-xhm 
could I inscribe it but to you, xchose i^probation u 
most precious to me, and to whom, ImustacknoKO' 
ledge, that I otve ail my success, if I have pourtraytd 
love in its natural colors f Yes, tohile I describd 
Phmis, I thought of you, and imagined myself to ht 
Daphnisi The idea of writing a little romance was& 
happy one for me : it kept me continually in a deU^ 
fid dTeam, which sometimes rendered your absence 
supportable. What exquisite pleasure thus to hie 
myself with you in a v?aking dream ! 

Madam N has been very indiscreet : I took 

great pains to prevail upon her to say nothing to you ; 
but I only hvtended to keep the secret y till I had read 
the piece to you, without acquainting you that I was 
tilt author, and had thus obtained your impartial opi* 
fiion, I should then have known the sentiments of all 
tJtose who possess genuine taste and true judgment. 

The day after to-nwrrow, what happiness ! the day 
after to-morrow, I sliall meet you in the bower, I shall 
see you and spring. But you must not forget that a 
dedication is zoortli at least a hundred kisses. Adieu. 

I am, 4*c. 
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In the river Neaethus,* which rises in the Clibanie 
mountains and pours through the plains and ver- 
dant shades^ and whose impetuous torrent sweeps 
away the trees and flocks in promiscuous destruc- 
tion, the shepherds have consecrated to the Naiads 
a small island overshadowed by lofty pines and 
juniper trees. In the midst of it rises a rock, in 
which is the grotto of the nymphs ; for there arc 
placed their images expertly carved in linden- 
wood, reclining upon their urns and decked with 
sedgy wreaths. These goddesses are there seen 
wandering with their green tresses beneath the 
shades, or sporting in the waves near the shore, or 
drying themselves upon the rocks and slumbering in 
the sun-shine. The billows gently play over the 
foam-covered roots of the white poplar trees and 
willows that line the shore ; their murmur is sooth- 
ing as the tones of melodious music. 
. Oft as the youthful spring returns, the swains and 
maidens of the neighboring shores repair to this spot. 
They present the nymplis with the blossoms of the 
trees that droop over the tide, and of the flowers 
which bloom in the waters and supplicate the 

* The river Neaethus discharged itself into the Ionic sea 
between Crotona and Peteiia. 
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nymphs not to suffer the waves again to lay waste 
the shores and to sweep away the trees and the pro- 
ductions of the fields in their foaming torrent. 

Once, in oue of the cheerful days of spring, a 
whole fleet of boats from both the shores of the ri- 
ver, approached the island. Each boat was cover- 
ed with a verdant canopy of fragrant shrubs and 
flowers which shaded the joyous swains and maid- 
ens within it; wreaths of flowers were entwined 
round the tall masts, ascending to the very tops from 
which ribbons and garlands streamed in the air. 
They sailed amid the soft music of the flute and the 
song, and landed on the island. Troops of youths 
and maidens ascended the shore ; maidens, whose 
charms excited the jealousy of the immortals. Each 
drew from the other the wistful looks of the Gods, 
who had descended upon the clouds from Olympus, 
leaving the lonely Goddesses behind. One charm- 
ed by the slender elegance of her form ; another 
by the snowy whiteness of her forehead and of her 
Leaving bosom ; this by the majestic beauty of the 
goddess of the chace, and that by the bewitching 
smile of Venus ; here, tender youtli unfolded its 
blushing charms like the unexpanded rose-bud; 
there, the ripe perfection of beauty resembled the 
full-blown flower. They approached in pairs, and 
entering the sacred grot, they poured forth the fra- 
grant contents of their baskets at the feet of the 
nymphs; they entwined them with wreaths of 
flowers and decked their brows with garlands. 
The youthful Phillis now approached to present 
her flowers and her wreaths ; she was lovely as the 
Graces; gaiety and innocence beamed from her 
face and charmed in every gesture ; her dark eye 
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smiled modestly around her, an irresistible smile, 
potent as love itself. So stands the new-blown rose, 
the fairest of all the flowers by which she is sur- 
rounded ; the bee flutters doubtful among them ; 
in vain they offer their sweets, it perceives the rose 
and settles on her fragrant bosom. 

The rapid glances of Daphnis, the fairest of the 
youths, roved among the troop of maidens ; they 
met a thousand speaking eyes which smiled upon 
Jiim and were then averted for a moment, but re- 
turned to greet him with a still more friendly smile. 
At length he perceived Phillis ; a sigh escaped his 
bosom and a blush crimsoned his cheek. His eyes 
were fixed upon her, she looked at him and they 
sank to the earth. She retired, and her modest 
eye was again turned towards him ; Daphnis trem- 
bled, his heart throbbed, his languishing looks pur- 
sued her, and his bosom was filled with alarm lest 
he should lose her among the crowd. But she still 
stood before hipi, conversing with her companions ; 
her eye sometimes glanced on Daphnis, but with 
maiden modesty instantly sank on the turf at her 
feet. Sometimes in the throng a taller maiden stood 
before her; Daphnis murmured, and when she re- 
tired, his eager eyes smiled on Phillis with renewed 
delight : so smile the plains when the moon bursts 
forth from the clouds which concealed her. 

All the flowers were now strewed at the feet of 
the nymphs, and the swains had decked them with 
garlands. The maidens and the youths divided 
into choirs and Daphnis placed himself opposite to 
Phillis. The choirs of maidens then sang respon- 
sive hymns in praise of the nymphs. 

" Ye nymphs 1 who inhabit the recesses of the 
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flood and ye who, firom your urns, pour the rushing 
waters down the rocky cliffs, O be propitious to the 
shepherds who dwell on the sedgy banks of the 
stream. 

** We have stripped the trees of the blossomed 
spring, we have robbed the shore of its fragrant 
flowers; we have carried them into your sacred 
grot, ye nymphs in the stream and upon the high 
rocks 1 

, ** O be propitious to the swains who dwell on the 
sedgy banks ! let not the waves rob them of their 
fruitful trees, or pour their impetuous torrent over 
their corn-fields and their pastures. Then may the 
flocks graze in safety on its banks; then may ye 
wander in the cooling shade, or recline upon the 
flowery turf, ye nymphs in the stream and upon the 
high rocks !*' 

Thus sang the choirs of maidens, and the sweet 
tones of the shepherds' pipes accompanied their 
voices. Daphnis listened attentively, to distinguish 
the voice of Phillis and forgot to play. 

The moon now rose above the distant hills, and 
the youths and the maidens returned to their ves- 
sels. Phillis also returned and gazed at Daphnis ; 
the twilight gave her courage. She fixed her eyes 
on him and sighed ; slowly she walked to the shore, 
and oft looked back and sighed. Daphnis stood 
motionless and pursued her with looks of sorrow ; 
he would have forgotten to ascend the boat, had 
not his companions roused him from his reverie. 
He seated himself in the vessel, and his eyes were 
fixed with tender melancholy on those who were 
sailing to the opposite shore. Every sound was 
that of mirth and joy ; on either side of the stream 
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Daphnis returns to his col^ce. 

the sweet tones of female voices were bleuded witfc 
the soft melody of flutes, while echo repeated tho 
sound from the stream to the distant hills. The 
youths and the maidens who accompanied Daphnif 
laughed and sported and sang ; but Daphnis, ii|^ 
profound silence, sat gazing on the sb<MH?, and only 
joined them when the song was expressive of ten- 
derness and love ; with deep emotion he then ac- 
companied the strain. 

^^hus, melancholy, he ascended the ^hore, and 
proceeded to his cottage. He entered ; his aged 
father welcomed him with smiles of joy, and en- 
quired concerning th^ festival. He then related 
how often he had seen the furious torrent overfiow 
its banks, and beheld trees laden with ripe fruit 
borne along by the foaming billows, which had 
even carried away the boats and drowned the shep* 
herds. Daphnis listened to his father in silence ; 
he theA went out of the cottage, and standing be- 
neath the trees by which it was overshadowed* he 
gazed on the faint moon-light landscape. Ab- 
sorbed in melancholy he stood and sighed. 

« What is this," said he softly, *' that I feel ? 
Why does my heart throb and my bosom heave 
with sighs ? Why was unable to withdraw my 
eyes from thee? Why did dejection seize roe M 
thy departure, and why am I still so sad ? Why« 
lovely maiden, does thy image still hover before 
me ? Al^ ! I still see thee, I still behold thy dark 
tresses, half confined by thy garland, whUe the 
other loosely flowing, entwines thy arm— thy snowy 
arm, or flutters on thy bosom.— -Ah, ths^^ youthful, 
that lavely bosom ! and thy dark hazle eyes ! I 
wa3 wj-ettched wh^n they smiled on any 4>tber ; but 

N 
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vhen they were fixed on me, thy looks penetrated 
to the inmost recesses of my soul. Ah ! 1 love 
thee ! O what happiness if fhou too shouldst love 
me ! Our eyes often met, thine like my own were 
then turned towards the earth. Ah ! if thou shouldst 
love me ! But where art thou ? Alas ! perhaps far 
from me I Thy image will constantly hover before 
me. It will always accompany me, when I sleep 
and when I wake ; it will follow me beside th^ 
stream and in the grove ; alas ! perhaps without 
the hope of ever again beholding the original !" 

Thus spoke Daphnis ; then reclining against 3 
tree he gazed on th€ still moon and sighed. *' Sh^ 
is lovely and beautiful as thou, O moon ! as supe* 
rior in beauty to all other maidens, as thou art in 
brightness to the luminaries that glimmer around 
thee I" He was again silent, and mused and sighed 
and spoke alternately, till sleep conducted him to 
the hut. His slumber was a dream of Phillis ; he 
attempted to embrace her and awoke. He sorrow- 
fully folded his deluded arras, and sighed. He 
had been used to salute the rosy dawn of morning 
with a song, but now he walked silently from the 
hut, and with pensive step drove his little flock be- 
fore him to the pasture. He there found shepherds 
gaily conversing together on the festival of the 
nymphs. One shewed a ribbon that a maiden had 
given him, another a garland with which his 
charmer had entwined his brow ; this displayed ai 
nosegay he had stolen from the fair bosom of a 
shepherdess, and that repeated a song which a fe- 
male companion had taught him in the boat. Daph- 
nis, who now listened to them, and was now ab- 
sorbed in silent thought, at length related in th« 



DAPHNIS; 179 



Melancholf of Daphnis. 



most passionate terms, that he had seen the fairest 
niaiden his eyes ever beheld. The wanton youths 
laughed and said : *' Daphnis \ thou art in love 
with the maiden 1" He attempted to deny it ; the 
shepherds fixed their eyes on him ; he blushed, 
dDd his confusion added to their mirth. 

His passion daily encreased, and the society of 
the shepherds became irksome to him. He began 
to drive his flock into the most solitary dells, near 
hrooks that murmured among the shades ; the 
stream ceased to delight him, and he went to the 
grove, which he quitted for the banks of the river, 
where, gazing on the opposite shore, he wept be- 
cause its waters separated him from his beloved. 
So cooes and complains the dove, while he flutter^ 
niournfully around the tree, at who&e foot the un- 
feeling countryman has killed his mate. The 
swains missed Daphnis, whom they all loved : 
*' Where is Daphnis ?'* said they. We are no* 
longer so gay, since he has forsaken us ; he gave 
spirit to our mirth; he, the gayest of the shepherds, 
who knew the most songs, and played the best on 
the flute." The maidens too enquired : " Where 
i& Daphnis ?" and when they heard of his passion 
many a bosom was filled with pain. 

Often did Daphnis sit melancholy on the banks 
of the stream or in the shady grove, and indulge 
in sweet, waking dreams ; he fancied himself in 
the company of his fair one, that he declared to 
her his passion ; she blushes ; he presses her hand 
and kisses it ; she .attempts to flee ; he embraces 
her knees and weeps ; she sighs and smiles and 
seats herself beside him ; he imprints a thousand 
lirdent kisses on her lips ; she returns them wit)i 
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equal warmth ; he presses her to his bosom— his n- 
sionary happiness vanishes before the melancholy 
idea that his charmer is far from him, and that bf 
ihall perhaps never behold her again. He would 
then shudder while the tears gushed in streams 
from his eyes. Hastily rising he would go totheshore, 
and seizing a boat, cross the stream to seek his be- 
loved: with eager eye he gazed on the valley, 
wandered through the meads and by the streams ; 
but always returned cheerless and unsuccessful. 
*' Shall I ever seek thee in vain, (he would then 
exclaim) ever in vain ! I will wander through 
«very meadow ; in every grove and by every 
stream will I seek thee. O gods ! what happiness 
if I should at length discover my beloved l" 

'* What tree now overshadows thee, fairest of 
inaidens !'* he often exclaimed ; *' what gentle zc* 
phyr cools thee and wantons with thy tresses ? Dost 
thou slumber by a stream ? Softly flow, ye waves, 
disturb not her repose, if she dreams of me ; but if 
she dreams of some other shepherd, awaken her, 
stream, with the loud roar of thy waters ! Heavens t 
if she should dream of— should love some happier 
swain, if her lovely arm should encircle another, 
and her beauteous cheek be pressed by any lips 
but mine ! — Gods ! what would then become of 
me ! 1 would flee ; in a solitary cave would I bury 
myself and my sorrtws, and then — ^alas ! — ^then ex- 
pire in comfortless despair !** 

Already from the blooming spring-time to the 
'harvest he had endured the torments of lore ; all 
nature was gay, and Daphnis atone was sad. The 
brown reapers now repaired singing to the waving 
*torii-fiehh> imtl Daphnb assisted them ; (be in hat- 
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vest-time it was customary to leave to a few shep* 
herds the care of the flocks. Part of them in long 
rows cut the yellow com with their glistening sic* 
kles, and the rest bound it up in sheaves. At noon* 
tide and at even they assembled under the shade 
of the neighboring trees, to refresh themselves and 
to quaff the cooling beverage, and sang harvest 
hymns in honor of Ceres, while the capacious bowl 
passed merrily round. The reapers and those wha 
bound the sheaves* seated themselves 'm opposite 
rows and began thus to sing in chorus : 

'* Thoa wheat-crowned goddess, fair-haired Co- 
res ! thanks for the rich harvest and the ripened 
grain !^ The binders of the sheaves continued : 
** Ye merry reapers, recline not on your crooked 
sickles, nor let those who bind up your sheaves 
:stand inactive in the field 1** The reapers the* 
Sang : ** Ye cooling zephyrs ! cease not to fan the 
reapers as they toll ; let your refreshiag breezes 
wave our flowing hair,, amid the sultry summee- 
heat!" The binders of the sheaves rejoined r 
'' Sing thy shrill and cheerfol song, thou merry 
grasshopper,* that sportest around us, and O re- 
viving bowl, be never empty daring the scorching 
heat of noon !" Then the row of reapers sang : 
" And when, cool evening ! thou arrivest, mayst 
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* The grasshopper, whose song is so often praised by an- 
cient writers, was not the insect known among the modems 
by that name. It was called by the Latins CiciuU, The 
hissing note of our grasshopper is very different from the 
SODS of the cicada, which was much louder and more mu- 
sical ; and unlike oar insect, it either walked or flew, for 
it had not the power of hopping through the long grass, froa 
iihich the lutter derives its appelMon. X* 
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thou 6nd the field naked and bare, and may we, 
amid joyful songs, return over the short stubble to 
our peaceful homes \'* All the swains then joined 
in the chorus: *' Thou wheat-crowned goddess! 
fair-haired Ceres ! thanks for the rich harvest and 
the ripened grain !" 

Thus sang the reapers. " Daphnis !*' said they ; 
** thou art not merry, thou dost not sing." But 
•Daphnis sighed, and was silent. 
- The fields were now bare ; the ploughman and 
the sower repaired to them, and the shepherds had 
returned to their flocks. One day as Daphnis re- 
clined by the river, he heard at a distance the 
tones of two flutes ; the music was sweeter than any 
he had ever heard, and his bosom heaved with ten- 
der transport. The nearer the soft tones approach- 
ed, the more exquisite was his delight, his heart 
throbbed with rapturous emotion ; his sheep forgot 
their pasture to listen ; the birds were hushed upon 
-the trees, and all nature was wrapped in silent at- 
tention and delight. Daphnis listened, and a lit- 
tle boy advanced towards him, playing on two 
flutes. He was lovely as the bud of the rose ; no 
vest concealed his beauteous form or shaded his 
round and snowy limbs. His little face was fair, 
as one of the graces, and roses were entwined 
among the golden locks around his head. 

A gentle awe thrilled Daphnis as the boy ap- 
proached. " Com6, shepherd,'' said he; " ferry 
me over the stream." Daphnis unloosed the boat 
and the boy entered. The waves which used 
wildly to beat against the vessel, now gently dash- 
ing against the boat and kissing its sides, glided 
smoothly away. They had soon crossed the river. 
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when the child springing on the shore, said to 
Daphnis : " Shepherd ! I am Cupid, the god of 
love ; go yonder where the stream murmurs through 
the thicket ; follow its winding course and thou 
Shalt meet the reward of thy love**' 

He said, and vanished ; and where he disappear- 
ed a blooming rose-bi^sh suddenly sprang up. 
Daphnis trembled, and remained lost in astonish- 
ment. At length he left the sacred spot, hastened 
to the stream, and full of anxiety and emotion 
pressed through the thicket. '* If I should find 
Phillls !" said he. " Ah !— how else could Cupid 
reward me ? — But I dream ! Ah ! if I should find 
my beloved V* He said, as swiftly advancing he 
tore asunder the entangled branches that opposed 
his passage. The thicket, now receding on either 
side, enclosed a little plain, through which the 
stream pursued its tortuous course among beds of 
the fairest flowers. 

His eye had not long wandered over the scene, 
when he discovered his Phillis ; she was reclining 
beside the stream ; her arm supported her head. 
" If he were here 1" she exclaimed in plaintive ac- 
cents, *^ if he were here, I would entwine this wreath 
around his brows. Ah ! how I love thee ! I would 
say to him ; but where is he ? Alas ! far, far away ; 
I will destroy the garland." She scattered the 
flowers in the wind, and wiped the tears from her 
eyes. She heard a rustling among the bushes ; she 
looked round and beheld Daphnis. *' O gods ! 
she exclaimed, springing up. Daphnis, over- 
whelmed with confusion, stood trembling like the 
aspen-leaf in the gentle breeze. He flew towards 
li^.;.8he drew back ; he seized her hand, and 
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pressed it to his lips; he sighed» but coold nol 
speak; his langpiiahiag eye was fixed upon her, 
with a look in which the utiutterabk rapture of hit 
soul was pourtrayed, Phillis stood motionless ; her 
heart throbbed, and deep sighs heaved her youth- 
ful bosom. '* Phiilis !" he at length sighed, << Phil- 
lis ! — Ah ! — I am too weak to support this rapture !" 
— *' Daphnis !-*Ah ! — Dapimis !** she replied in 
trembling accents ; and was again silent and sighed. 
** Ah Phiilis !" he exclaimed ; ah ! what have I not 
suffered since I first saw thee ! Ah ! I have beheld 
but thee<-have beheld but thee ia the plains, but 
thee in the groves; thy im4ge Inyvered over rot 
while I slept, and accompanied tue when I awoke. 
I am blessed as the immortal gods, if thou but h>v« 
est me!'' *' Daphnis!" dghed she, while tear^ 
flowed from her downcast eyes, " ah ! how I love 
thee !" She sighed, and reclined her blushing fisce 
on his bosom. Daphuis kissed her cheeks ; he 
kissed the tears of transport from her eyes and 
pressed her, speechless, to his breast. Long they 
remained unable to ^>eak; she> reclining on bift 
bosom, and he with trembling arm encircling her. 
These violent emotions gradually subsided into soCt 
rapture. So subsides the furious tempest ; the 
raging winds cease to roar ; the roses and eama* 
tions agitated by the blast, cease to tremble ; agaia 
they exhale their balmy odors ; the zephyrs return 
and flutter around and kiss them. Thus they re- 
covered ; and seated beside the stream, he related 
to her how often he had passed over the river, how^ 
he had sought her on the shore and by the. streams 
and on the hills, and had always returned <:Oii^ort* 
less aftd unsuccessful. Phiilis then co&fesaed thai 
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ever since the fetti?al of the nymphs she had loved 
him ; how often she had wandered sighing on the 
solitary shore^ and had poured forth her lamenta- 
tions beside the streams and in the dark sequestered 
groves. Daphnis told her how he had ferried Cu- 
pid over the river, how roses had sprung up on the 
spot where he disappeared^ and how the god had 
directed hira to the brook. 

Thus they sat indulging in mutual caresses, and 
conversing on their love, till the moon-beams gli»« 
tened on the surfsu^e of the stream : they promised 
to meet at the same place the following day. "Ah! 
and must we part!" said they sighing. " Farewel 
Daphnis ! farewel ! I must-^-I must leave thee 1" 
cried Phillis, embracing him. She would have gone, 
but was unable to tear herself from his side. 
" Alas !'' I must— I must go/' repeated Daphnis, 
again embracing her. They each went a few steps, 
and looldng back, paused, and again rushed into 
each other's arms, " Farewel Phillis !'*— " Farewel 
Daphnis !" said they and parted, each looking back 
to gace on the other, till they were out of sight. 
The enraptured Daphnis proceeded to the shor^, 
kissed the rose which bloomed on the spot where 
Cupid vanished ; and entering the vessel he sang 
with joy as it floated across the stream. Never had 
his heart so perfectly accorded with the strains ; he 
felt such extacy that his voice was far too weak to 
express his delight. 

Daphnis was once more gay ; he no longer shun- 
ned the society of the shepherds ; he sang them 
merry songs, he played on the flute and joined in all 
their sports ; but soon as the evening had succeed*- 
ed to the sultry noon, he resigned his little jSock to 
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the care of a trusty swain, ascended his boat and re- 
paired to the lonely stream where his Phillis was 
always impatiently waiting to receive him. 

The more they saw of each other, the greater 
was the delight they experienced at meeting, and 
they believed themselves the happiest of mortals. 
A thousand times they told how much they loved 
each other ; yet they were never weary of hearing 
and repeating the declaration of their love. Some^ 
times they taught each other new songs; Phillis 
sang, and her voice seemed to Daphnis sWeeter 
than the notes of the nightingale ; Daphnis played 
on the Hute, and Phillis doubted if Pan himself 
could produce more harmonious sounds. Some- 
times they related stories to eath other: when 
Phillis was speaking, Daphnis listened attentively, 
or played with the ribbons that fluttered ' at her 
breast, till forgetting himself, he interrupted the 
narrative by his kisses. When Daphnis spoke, 
Phillis stroked his rosy cheek, or entwined a gar- 
land round his brows, or gazed on him so archly 
that he entirely lost the connection of his story. 

Often did they repair to the rose-bush, which 
they regarded as the most sacred object: they 
carefully protected it from caterpillars and other 
insects; they supported with sticks' its straggling 
branches, and amid endearing caresses sang hymns 
in praise of the god of love. 

Daphnis had one day caught a little bird,* 

" ■ ' ' ^ ... ■ ■ " ■ ■■■'■■ • • If! 

* This subject has been a favorite with pastoral writers. 
Shenstone's lines are familiar to every one : 

" I have found put a gift for my fair ; 

I Uaf e found where the woodrpigeons breed : 
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which he presented td Phillis : she received it with 
delight, and kissed him in return. She placed it 
on her hand, holding its slender legs between her 
fingers ; the bird Happed its variegated wings 
against her hand and chirped as if to call its com- 
panion. '* Wouldst thou leave me and return to 
the grDve t^ said she. ** Whom dost thou call ? 
Thy companions > Shall they nestle in my bosom ? 
How sad thou appearest ! Perhaps thou art cal- 
ling thy mate. Yes, he is calling his beloved, he 
mourns his separation from her, and perhaps she 
is anxiously seeking him. Ah ! Daphnis, I will let 
him go." Thus she said with accents of compas- 
sion, and opened her hand ; the bird flew singing 
from tree to tree, and Phillis looked after him, as if 
fearful lest he should not find his mate. Daphnfd 
looked at his Phillis, and observed that h«r eyes 
were mournfully fixed on the ground ; alarmed, he 
caught her in his arms and embraced her. Phillis 
sighed. ** Ah ! Daphnis !" said she, ** if I should 
ever lose thee 1 if I should ever lose thee, what un- 
speakable anguish would be my portion ! I am 
sure I should die !'' Daphnis felt his heart sadden 
at the thought. 

1- I ■ I. ■ —^ — r-i-^—^^ — 

Bat let me that plunder forbear. 

She would say 'twas a barbarous deed. 

For he ne'er could be true she averr'd. 
That could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I iov'd her the more when I beard 
"Sach tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with sweetness unfold 
How that pity was due to a dove ; . 
That it ever attended the bold, 
Aod sbs caird it the sister of love.'' T. 
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One day when they were seated beside each 
other, the clouds gathered over their heads, and a 
shower began to fall. They rose hastily, and driv* 
ing Phillis's flock before them, took shelter in an 
arched grot ; the entrance was concealed by creep* 
ing ivy. In the midst of the cave Daphnis per* 
ceived a cypress, near which gushed forth a little 
stream. He gased with astonishment, and ima- 
gined that it must be the grot of some nymph or 
divinity; but they smiled at each ^ther, when 
they observed another shepherd in the grotto ; he 
sat among the rashes that waved over the stream, 
and was employed in making flutes and pipes of 
reeds. He looked up and saluted them. '^ Wel» 
come fair maiden, and thou young swain ! Per- 
haps you would have preferred to be alone here. 
Many a frolicksome trick has love played in thi» 
cool recess* But kiss on, children \ I will not lode 
at you.'* — *' No, shepherd,'* interrupted Phillis, 
while a blush crimsoned her cheeks, << we only took 
shelter here from the rain, and"-^Daphnis now 
approached him and said : '' Art thou making 
pipes }*' " Yes," replied the shepherd, *' and the 
best in the whole country ; every swain is eager to 
have one of my pipes : a shepherd yesterday gave 
me two sheep for one ; I can imitate the song of the 
birds and even of the nightingale so well upon 
them, that forsaking the distant trees they all perch 
upon the branches of that beneath which I play.*^ 
Daphhis took up one of the pipes : ** I will play the 
song of Chloe,'^ said he, " and do thou sing it, my 
Phillis.'* 

*' Thou sun-burnt shepherd !** sang Phillis, with 
smiling lips and a voice sweeter than the tones of 
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the pipe ; " thou sun-burnt shepherd, who keepest 
thy lambs in the beech-shadowed valley ; ah 1 
when I pass by thee in search of a sheep 1 have not 
lost, when I steal a side-giance at thee from under 
my garland^ and salute thee with a tender smile, 
why, O why, dost thou not understand me ? To 
day. as I beheld myself in the limpid stream, and 
glanced sideways from under my garland as I 
glance on thee, and smiled as I smile at thee, I 
tx)uld not help owning to myself, that sweet is the 
?mile which plays upon my lips, and that my 
dark eye might tell thee much, very much ; and 
yet, thou bashful shepherd ! and yet thou dost not 
understand me. Tell me, ye nymphs ! tell me 
Cupid ! how can 1 better explain to him that I love 
him ?'' 

" Thou hast sung that song incomparably," said 
the shepherd to Philfis, " and thou hast played — 
by Pan ! 1 could not have played it better myself. 
I will give thee this pipe ; it Is worth more than a 
goat with kid. But," said he to Daphnis, *' dost 
thou know the song : ' Ye maidens ! who feign 
yourselves coy ?* It is an old song, and is now known 
to very few shepherds. It is called the song of 
Neaethus ; for it is the history of the river-god ; and 
this grotto is named the grotto of Neaethus, because 
the circumstances happened on this spot." Daph- 
nis requested the shepherd to play the turie for him; 
and he taking the pipe produced rtotes sweet as 
those 6( the nightingale. *' Now I can play it,** 
said Daphnis ; " I win play, and shepherd ! do thou 
sing the song." They began, and the shepherd 
thus sang : 

" Yc maidens ! who ieign yourselves coy, while 
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your hearts and your bosoms tremble with love: 
hear how a nymph was punished by the gods ; lis- 
ten to the song of Nexthus. 

'' Nexthus reclined beneath the billows on bin 
watery urn, when roused by the rapid undulation of 
the waves, he raised his dripping, sedge-crowned 
head, and rubbing the water A*om his eyes, behel4 
a nymph who had jiist stepped into the stream, 

* How beautiful/ said he softly, ' how beautiful art 
thou, nymph ! how round are thy snowy breasts, 
how fair thy polished limbs ; how the waves sport 
around thy delicate knees as if desirous of ascend- 
ing still higher ! Ah nymph !' he sighed and as- 
cended the shore. The nymph beheld him and 
fled : he pursued her swift as a roe, she passed light 
as a zephyr over the flowers. Panting for breath 
he could scarcely exclaim : ' Ah nymph ! why 
dost thou flee me?* The nymph took shelter in 
the grotto. Wherefore didst thou not pursue thy 
,way through the grove, coy nymph ? 

" Ye maidens ! who feign yourselves coy, while 
your hearts and your bosoms tremble with love ; 
hear how a nymph was punished by the gods; lis- 
ten to the song of Nextbus. 

*' Neaethus already fancied that he had clasped 
her slender waist. * Gods!' cried the nymph, 

* save me ; let me become a cypress !' Scarcely had 
the wish escaped her lips, when ten roots shot from 
her feet into the eartli. Her heart shuddered with 
horror and dismay, and the advancing bark soon 
enclosed her bosom. ' Alas !' sighed she, raising 
her sprouting arms above her head ; alas ! ye gods ! 
why did ye so instantly listen to my wish? Ah, 
Neaethus !' — '0 nymph !' sighed the river-god. 
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throwing his arms around her trunk ; she attempted 
with her branches to embrace him, but in vain ; her 
leaves shook with a dying tremor. Enraged at his 
disappointment, the river-god stamped on the 
earth ; he stamped, and a stream gushed forth be- 
neath his feet.* 



* For some of the ideas expressed in this beautiful little 
song, Gessner was doubtless indebted to Ovid's description 
of the transformation of Daphne into a laurel, which, in Dry- 
den's translation, concludes with the following lines : 
" He gathers ground upon her in tlie chace, 'h 

Now breathes upon her hair with nccirer pace, r 

And just is fastening on the wlsh'd embrace. ^ 

The nymph grew pale, and in a mortal fright. 
Spent with the labor of so long a flight ; 
And now despairing cast a mournful look 
Upon the streams of her paternal brook : 
' O help, she cried, in this extremest need, 
' If water-gods are deities indeed : 
' Gape earth, and this unhappy wretch entomb, 
' Or change my form whence all my sorrows come !' 
Scarce had she finish'd, when her feet she found 
Benumb'd with cold and fastened to the ground : 
A ill ray rind about her body grows, 
: Her hair to leaves, her arms extend to boughs. 
The nymph h all into a laurel gone : 
The smoothness of her skin remains alone. 
Yet Phoebus loves her still, and casting round 
Her bole his arms, some little warmth he found. 
The tree still panted inth' unfinished part. 
Not wholly vegetive, and heav'd her heart. 
He fix'd his lips upon the trembling rind. 
It swerv'd aside, and his embrace declined. 
To wl .om the god : ' Because thou canst not be 
' My mistress I espouse thee for my tree : 
' Be thou the prize of honor and renown, 
' The deathless poet and the poem crown.' — 
The grateful tree was pleas'd with what he said 
And shook the shady honors of her head." T. 
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** Ye maidens ! who felga younirive» coy, whUe 
your hearts and your boaooM tremble wiUi l<yve ; 
have ye heard how the nymph was punished by 
the gods; have ye profited by the fioog of Ne«t 
thusP' 

Thus sang the shepherd, while Dapfanis aod 
Phillip listened with rapture. ** Is this the grotto, 
this the cypress and this the stream >'* said Daph- 
nis. ** Yes," replied the shepherd, " this is the 
▼ery cypress and stream." " I fancied," said Phil" 
lis, " I fancied that while you sang, the cj'press 
waved its leaves with greater violence." While 
they thus conversed evening stole upon them be- 
fore they were aware. 

Once when Daphnis repaired to the stream, he 
found his Phi His not yet there ; to beguile his im- 
patience he carved their names in the bark ; he 
played on his pipe, and at length climbed the lof- 
tiest trees and attempted, but in vain to discover 
her. He then descended and wandered anxiously 
musing around. At last she came ; no garland de- 
corated her hair which floated dishevelled over her 
shoulders ; with slow step, with melancholy, down- 
cast eyes and altered features she approached. 
Daphnis started, a deadly paleness overspread his 
cheeks, his heart throbbed ; he advanced trembling 
to meet her, and took her hand which sank lan- 
guidly into his ; his tongue failed him, and he had 
not the courage to enquire what accident had be- 
fallen her. Her tearful eyes were languishingly 
fixed on him, with a look of mingled sorrow and 
tenderness. '* O Daphnis !" said she in soft accents, 
interrupted by her sobs, '' Daphnis !" She was again 
silent, and a Bood of tears gushed from her ejFes. 
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Daphnis trembled. " In the name of all the gods," 
exdaimed he, '* what misfortune has befallen 
<hee, Phillis ? Speak I conjure thee by our mutual 
affection, speak !" " Daphnis !'* she at length re- 
plied, ** I must — alas ! I must love another !" Chil- 
led with horror, like one who stands beneath the 
rending crag, cold dews trickled from his brow ; he 
stood pale, trembling . and motionless. " Yes, 
Daphnis," she continued, " I must love Lamon, 
the swain whose herds and flocks cover whole pas- 
tures. Him, alas ! I must love ! He has offered 
my mother his vast flocks and extensive meadows, 
and demands me as his bride ; and Daphnis, my 
fond mother who thinks herself happy only when I 
am so, imagines that this match will complete my 
felicity, and insists, alas ! she insists upon my lov- 
ing him !" She paused, and mingled her tears with 
those of Daphnis. " Daphnis," she again began, 
*' do not weep. How could I love another? And 
if his flocks covered whole vallies, would this ren- 
der him amiable ? No, Daphnis, no ! It is thou 
who, though poor, art worthy to be loved ; thy 
mildness, thy virtues make thee so. I will love thee, 
Daphnis, and none but thee I" She said, and em- 
braced him. ** But ah I" she again exclaimed, 
"I shall then be disobedient to the best of mothers! 
I shall then disturb the repose of her age by sorrow 
' and vexation ! Alas ! Daphnis, I am unhappy ; 
miserable if I obey, and wretched if I do not obey. 
Weep not so Daphnis ; I sink beneath the weight 
of my sorrows !" ** O Phillis, be obedient," cried 
Daphnis, overcome with inexpressible anguish ; 
, ** the gods punish disobedience ; obey, and they 
vrill be propitious to thee. I will go-~I will behold 

o 
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thee no more, and drag on the remainder of my 
life in misery and despair !"— Such was the strag- 
gle between love and Tiitue. A long alence en- 
sued, their grief and sighs prevented th«r speech; 
at lengthy pressing him to her breast, and gazing ob 
him with the fondest affection, Phillis exdaimed* 
'* Daphnis ! O Daphnis, embrace me ! I will Iotc 
thee. 1 will throw myself at the feet of my mo- 
ther, when she again mentions the subject ; 1 irill 
throw myself at her feet and embrace her knees 
and weep ; 1 will not loose her from my embrace, 
nor shall my tears cease to flow, till, moved with 
compassion, she sanctions our attachment.'' " Ym, 
Phillis,'' said Daphnis, with transpcNrt ; " embrace 
her knees ; weep, bathe her feet with tears ; and 
leave her, leave her not till she approves our love; 
she will certainly mingle her tears with thine, and 
touched with compasuon consent to our love." 

Hope cow filled them vnth delight ; they smiled 
and embraced each other with ail the ardor of 
lovers after a long separation ; they wept tears of 
joy and indulged in mutual caresses, till night at 
length parted them. 

Daphnis returned home full of impatience and 
hope. Scarcely half the following day was past 
when he crossed the river. Phillis waa already 
waiting for him at the brook ; he ran to her and 
embraced her. The smile that played in her eye ' 
presaged good tidings ; she seated herself on the 
turf; he sat beside her ; one arm encircled her neck, 
and the other hand he placed in hers that rested on 
hsrknee. " Daphnis! we are happy!*' said she, 
an4 embraced him. He returned her caresses and 
pressed her with transport to his bosom. ** We are 
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happy/' continued she ; ** yesterday evening, on 
my return, I found my mother in the vine-covered 
porch before our hut, employed, by moonlight, in 
binding up the straggling branches. I entered and 
saluted her. < Welcome, dearest Phillis,' said she, 
and then enquired whether I had watered the flock. 
' Thou wilt soon have a numerous flock,' continued 
she ; ' Lamon possesses the largest among all the 
neif hboring shepherds.' I started and wept ; the 
branches fell from her hand and she fixed her eyes 
on me. ' Wherefore dost thou weep, Phillis }' said 
she. My tears flowed still faster ; she repeated the 
question, and I replied sobbing: 'Ah, mother, 
dearest mother, be not angry ! I weep because I 
cannot love Lamon.' I then threw myself at her 
feet, and embraced her knees. ' O, be not angry,* 
said I, while the tears streamed from my eyes; 
< be not. angry, my beloved mother ! I cannot, ah ! 
I cannot love Lamon! I love— ah ! I already love 
a youth who lives on the opposite shorq, the best, 
the most virtuous of shepherds.* I said and pres- 
sed my face against her knees and wept. < His 
flock is small,' I continued, ' but indeed he is the 
most amiable, the most virtuous swain !' I was si- 
lent, and, raising my streaming eyes, I perceived 
tears in hers ; she tenderly gave me her hand and 
desired me to rise. ' No, PhlUis,' said she, ' no, 
I will not obstinately oppose thy aflection. But^ 
my child, love is apt to deceive ; I cannot give my 
consent till I have seen thy lover, till I have enquir- 
ed whether he is really virtuous ; on this the hap- 
piness of thy whole life depends ; virtue alone can 
impart felicity.' Thus she spoke and I promised 
her to bring thee to our cottage." Daphnis sprang 
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up, and shouted for joy ; he then kissed her and 
clasped her in his arms ; she encircled him witii 
her8» and they pressed each other in a fervent, in a 
mutual embrace. 

'* But hear me, my Phillis," said Daphnis, **^ now 
thy mother is acquainted ^th our love, art thou 
sure that I shall please her, when thou leadst me to 
thy cottage r O yes," replied Phillis,- " I am ce^ 
tain, quite certain thou wilt please her.** ** But,** 
continued Daphnis, '* my old father is still igno* 
rant of our passion ; I will go and mention it to him. 
But Phillis, thou must accompany me ; I will shew 
thee to him ; when he sees thee, I am sure he will 
•ay: Daphnis, I approve thy chwcc.** 

Phillis consented, and desired him to gather some 
flowers that she might deck herself with a fresh 
garland. Daphnis went and sought flowers oh the 
banks of the brook and in the thicket ; and in the 
mean time Phillis washed her fair face in the lim- 
pid stream. Daphnis soon returned with a hat full 
of flowers, some variegated like the bow of heaven, 
others white as snow; some blue, like the clear sky, 
or gold-colored like the stars, or crimson like Phil- 
lis's lips. He poured the flowers into her lap and 
seated himself beside her: she began to weave the 
garland and to place the many-colored flowers in 
the most pleasing, order, while Daphnis arranged 
her auburn tresses and decked her snowy bosom 
with roses. The wreath was entwined around her 
-brows, and Daphnis thought he had never seen her 
look so lovely ; he leaped for joy, and conducted 
her by the hand -to the shore; they entered the 
boat and soon crossed over the stream. 

He led her to his hut. «' I wiU go in first,** said 
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he, ** and do thou, Phillis, wait in the porch ; I 
will soon return and conduct thee to my father.'* 

He entered the cottage^ but stood with down* 
cast eyes, blushing and silent. " Dear father P* 
he began, and paused. '* What wouldst thou^ 
Daphnis ?" asked the old man. *' Dear father ! I 
—I love.*' — Again he paused, and again a burning 
blush crimsoned his cheeks. *' And whom dost 
thou love r" asked the old man, holding out his 
hand to him. He now approached his father, and 
taking his hand, *' O, father," said he, *' I love a 
maiden, the best, the' fairest maiden of the whole 
country. ** Thou art fortunate^ Daphnis," said 
the old man, *' if her beauty has not blinded thee ; 
if she is virtuous thou art fortunate ; the Gods will 
look down from Olympus and bless her. But 
Daphnis, love is apt to deceive.** " No," exclaim- 
ed Daphnis, " no, it has not deceiv<;d me." H^ 
sprang to the porch and led Pblllis by the hand 
into the cottage. 

She stood, the Image of innocence ; her smiling 
face was overspread with a deep blush and her 
modest eyes were fixed on the ground ; she scarcely 
dared to steal one rapid glance from beneath th^ 
garland that encircled her brow. Daphnis now 
looked at his father, and observed with delight the 
fixed attention and pleasure with which the old 
man surveyed her ; now gazed on Phillis smiling at 
her embarrassment. He led her to his father and 
tenderly kissed his hand. " Come, Phillis !" said 
he, " come, do thou too kiss the hand of the best of 
fathers." Phillis pressed the old man's hand to her 
lips. 

The old man who still continued to survey her 
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vith silent attention, at length exclaimed : " Ah, 
what traits are these I discover in thy innocent 
face } My child, are they not the features of Pale- 
mon, of the niost virtuous of friends? Yes, just 
such a smile played on his youthful face ; he died, 
and alas ! with him expired the half of my happi- 
ness. O child, child, speak ! Art thou not Pale- 
inon's daughter ?^ 

" I am,** answered Phillis, " I am Palemon's 
daughter. These eyes, alas ! never beheld my 
father. He died before I saw the light: ihy mother 
went every day to weep beneath the cypresses 
which the shepherds had planted around his grave, 
she watered it daily with her tears, and on that sa- 
cred spot she brought me into the world.** 

The old man rose, and fell trembling on Phillis's 
neck. " My daughter !" he exclaimed in broken 
accents ; " my daughter !** and sank powerless on 
his seat; he sighed, and, raising his eyes to heaven, 
took the maiden's hand, but, overcome by the min- 
gled emotions of melancholy and joy, he was una- 
ble to speak. Daphnis gazed enraptured; at 
length he hastened to prepare some refreshment for 
the old man and for his Phillis. He brought a bas- 
ket filled with raisins, almonds, oranges and ap- 
ples ; he knew not how to express his joy ; and 
danced and sang as he fetched the fruit. '^ Daph- 
nis,*' said he, to himself, " how blest art thou ! 
No human being was ever more happy !** He has- 
tened back, and laid the basket -on the table. He 
placed Phillis next to the ofd man, and seating 
himself beside her, he employed himself in break- 
ing the shells of the almonds and selecting the finest 
apples for her. He wished her to have only such 
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as resembled her cheeks when she entered blushing 
into the hut. 

" Ah ! how happily,** exclaimed the old man, 
*' how happily passed the years in which I was 
blessed with Palemon's friendship ; he was the sin- 
cerest, the most virtuous of friends. Though poor, 
he yet shared every thing with me, and none offer- 
ed to the Gods more valuable sacrifices : he had 
9carcely any sheep but such as he had won as the 
prize of song ; for in those days none could sing 
like him ; the singers from all the country round came 
to contend with him, but always returned disappoint- 
ed. Though his flock was so small, yet he yearly 
offered to Pan two young .goats, even if he was 
obliged to part with. the most indispensable neces- 
sary to purchase them. Sincerity was imprinted 
en his brow; gaiety and content sparkled in his 
eye ; these never forsook him, even in adversity ; he 
only wept over the misfortunes of others, with sor- 
row he then felt his poverty, when it prevented him 
from relieving their distresses. Thus virtuous, thus 
amiable was Palemon ; he died, alas ! he died in 
the summer of his life. The whole country mourn- 
ed, for each had lost his best friend. Never had 
such a' concourse of shepherds assembled, as on the 
day when his uni was placed on the little hillock : 
all pressed moumftilly about the urn, and each 
planted his cypress-branch in the earth around his 
grave ; Pan blessed them, they soon shot up and 
formed a shady grove. I have still a goblet, which 
he had likewise won as the prize of song, and pre- 
sented to me ; a wreath of fern and thistles is carved 
upon it ; a serpent is coiled round its sides ; he rears 

o 4 



200 DAPHNIS: 



Philli* reiuritt hone. 



himself up, beods down his head and fixes his teeth 
in the rim to form the handle. Ah ! it is^ a precious 
memorial of my best friend ; and I never fill it but 
on solemn festivals." 

Thus spoke the old man, and Daphnia and Phil« 
lis listened with sorrowful attention. Mild evening 
meanwhile advanced and Phillis was obliged to 
return. The old man imprinted a tender kiss on 
her white forehead. " Tell thy mother/' said he, 
" tell her that Amyntas is still living ; tell her that 
it will restore youthful vigor to his feeble age, if 
she will consent that Palemon's daughter shall be 
the wife of his son^ and shall call him father.'' 
Phillis now gave her hand to her shepherd, who 
conducted her out of the hut :. the old man accom- 
panied them to the door of the cottage and pursued 
them with joyfiil eyes t^l' he lost them among the 
distant trees. " Surely/' said he, . enraptured, 
" the pleasures of a virtuous son are the father's 
highest gratification, and his happiness his father's 
greatest felicity. What a recompence, what a de- 
lightful recompence for the pains of planting the 
seeds of virtue in the youthful mind ! What a joy- 
ful harvest; what sweet fruits!" 

He said, and returned into the cottage. In the 
mean time Phillis and Daphnis had entered the 
boat ; he steered it carefully over the stream and 
lifting out the maiden, he fastened it to a willow. 
They sang, as they pursued their way, a tender 
song ; echo repeated the strains,, which were often 
interrupted by fond caresses. They now arrived at 
the open plain where they were to separate, and he 
promised to accompany her. the following day to 
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the cottage of her mother. They took a tender 
leave of each other, vrhile the nightingale soothed 
them with her song. 

Daphnis returned through the thicket, and was 
about to unloose the boat, when some one called to 
him from among the idllows : ** Daphnis, come to 
us, beneath the willows P' Daphnis went and per- 
ceived two shepherds seated in the shade. '' Thou 
shalt be the judge between us,*' said they, " we 
are going to sing for a prize." ** I will decide be- 
tween you,** said Daphms, seating himself opposite 
to them. 

The first shepherd thus began : " Ye Muses and 
thou O Pan, be propitious to my strains ! grant that 
I may sing more sweetly than the linnet, more 
sweetly than the nightingale ! It is Menalcas who 
sings ; Menalcas who never yet failed to obtain the 
prize. When I sing, the maidens often stand in 
mute attention around me. * Menalcas !' they ex- 
claim, < how sweet are thy notes !' But when shall 
I see thee, beauteous Daphne, pause to listen — 
when 'shall I hear thee exclaim: * Menalcas ! how 
sweet are thy notes !*' 

" Iknow a maiden,'* sang the other shepherd 
Alexis, ** Iknow a maiden who has seen only six- 
teen summers. How slender and how delicate is 
her fornf, how brown her hair, and how snowy 
white her forehead! What dazzling lustre darts 
from her eyes, and how lovely is the smile that 
plays upon her lips; Where dost thou now bound 
over the flowers, like a young lamb, sportive as in 
that cool, autumnal evening when I first beheld thee 
and peace fled from my bosom ? O whither dost 
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thou now wander^ child ! light as the bird that 
hops among the branches }^ 

Mcncdcas, *' When my dark-eyed Daphne sings, 
let the birds cease their melodious strains ; wher- 
ever she goes may light zephyt^ flutter around her ; 
may the fragrant clover spring up in her footsteps 
to afford the most delicious pasture for her flock/' 

Aiexit. ** I drive my flock every evening into 
the brook, to bathe them in its waters. My sheep 
are white as the swans of the river and I am young 
and comely, thou bounding maiden !" 

Menalcas, " How the soft breezes sweep over 
the willows ! How. lovely, how tranquil is the rising 
moon ! O climb not thus on the brink of the preci* 
pice, ye goats, and ye sheep ! . Here too on this se- 
cure shore grow poplars and ivy !" 

Alexis. *' How I envy thee, thou lambkin, that 
gambolest around her, and eatest the clover out of 
her hand;* how I envy thee little sparrow that 
hoppest on the ledge of her window, and seest her 
morning sleep, and delightest her with thy song. 
On the spot where I find my beloved, on the -spot 
where I impress the first kiss on her lips, there, 
(I swear it,) will I yearly sacrifice to thee a sheep, 
O Pan !" 

Thus sang the shepherds, and Daphnis said: 
** Alexis, thou hast won the prize ; thy singing is 
sweeter than the murmuring of the brook.'^ Alexis 



• Thus our great dramatic poet makes Komeo exclai^i: 
" See how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O that I were a glove upon that nand. 
That I ^Alight kiss that cheek i " T. 
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took the goat which had heen plotted as the prize. 
" Daphnis," said he, ** I am told that thou art a 
good singer ; I will give thee the goat I have won, 
if thou wilt sing me a song.*' Daphnis joyfully 
accepted the goat, and thus began : 

** Dart thy beams, O moon ! dart thy Bright 
beams on my fair-one's path as she returns to her 
cot ! May no terrors of the night alarm thee, on 
the lonely way; may stillnes9 and soft moon-light 
alone attend thee, and nothing, nothing divert thy 
thoughts from me. May the gay notes of the 
grasshopper alone be heard from the- mead ; may 
the nightingale alone pour forth her tenderest strain 
from every bush by which thou passest ; tender be 
her song, as thy thoughts when they rest on me, 
and sighing thou gazest on the silent moon. Where 
thou art, my love, there spring ever smiles, the 
meads are clothed in richer verdure, and the flow- 
ers exhale sweeter perfumes. But whien thou pres- 
sest me to thy bosom, when thy rosy lips imprint 
kisses on mine, ah ! how my heart then throbs ! I 
no longer see the beauties of spring ; I no longer 
perceive the fragrance of the flowers ; I feel only 
that I love thee — I feel only thy kiss !** 

Thus sang Daphnis. " I would give the half of 
my flock/' said Alexis^ *' that I could sing like 
thee." 
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BOOK II. 



Daphnis took the goat, and driving her inta 
the vessel, pushed off the shore ; but his thoughts 
followed PhilUs. He was so absorbed by his con- 
templations, that he observed not how impetuously 
the current rushed along ; he was already in the 
middle of the stream, when the fury of its waves 
dashed his vessel agafnst a rock, broke his oar and 
bore him rapidly away on its foaming billows ; the 
goat, springing out of the boat, swam to the sh(n%. 
As trembles the tender lamb, when borne in the 
strong fangs of the lioness to her hungry whelps, 
which meet her bellowing at the mouth of. her den 
-—so trembled Daphnis: he was every moment in 
danger of being driven by the current against some 
rock, round which the wild waves break. But the 
waters dashed him not against any rock ; they bore 
him forward till he could no longer discover eithei" 
bank amid the darkness of night. He often per- 
ceived the glimmering of a lamp in some cottage on 
the shore, aiid called loudly to the people for assis- 
tance ; but in vain, the impetuous waves bore hin^ 
too swiftly by^ He at length perceived a great 
light, and as he approached it, he discovered that 
it proceeded from a vessel on the stream. He cal- 
led for help,, the boat advanced to meet him^ and 
stopped his vessel. 
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Two men who were fishing in the river, and who 
employed this light to dazzle and stupify the fish, 
received him kindly into their boat, conveyed him 
to the shore and led him to a neighboring cottage, 
the walls of which were hung with dripping nets. 
Daphnis found there a venerable old man in the 
habit of a stranger. " Truly," whispered the 
fishermen to each other, ** we are fortunate to-day ; 
the Gods have sent us two guests, and have twice 
granted us the pleasure of succouring the distres- 
sed.** One of them then went to prepare for their 
guests some of the fish they had taken, while the 
other brought bread, wine and fruit. The old man 
courteously invited Daphnis and the benevolent 
fishemlen to seat themselves beside him ; and at 
his request Daphnis related how he had been car- 
ried away by the current, and had in vain called 
for assistance ; he described his terror and the joy 
he felt when he perceived the light in the vessel. 
They sat engaged in friendly conversation, till the 
other fisherman, with a smile of pleasure, brought 
the fish he had dressed and placed it on the table. 
He seated himself among them and pressed his 
guests to eat, " Father," said one of them to the 
old man,* " thy dress is costly and strange, and thy 
manner of speaking differs from ours; thy misfor- 
tunes must have brought thee from a distant cx>untry . 
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* Among the ancients whose primeval simplicity of man- 
ners the author proposed to delineate in this pastoral, hos- 
pitality and reverence for old age were regarded as the 
most sacred of duties. Even at the present day we find 
that those virtues, are held in high esteem by almost all the 
nations, that are yet strangers to the European arts of re- 
finement and civilization. T. 
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The old man sighed, and was at first unat>le to re- 
ply. '* No, my friend," he at length said, ** my 
misfortunes have not brought me from any great 
distance ; I am a native of Crotona,* and once had 
a seat in its senate. But alas ! the legislators of 
that place, who ought to cherish religion and virtue 
and justice,, have abandoned themselves to volup* 
tuousness, have corrupted the morals of the people, 
and sacrifice justice and virtue to their sel^shness 
and their vices. The infatuated people perceive 
not the danger ; their deluded minds revere those 
who are undermining their happiness. 1 stood for- 
ward in the cause of virtue and justice, and incurred 
the hatred of them all. The calumnies which they 
propagated among the people, excited their perse- 
cutions,' and I was banished from my native town. 
Ye righteous Gods ! if -ye have placed over their 
heads some pending calamity, O, let your indig- 
nation be appeased ^nd avert the misfortune that 
approaches their wall$ !" 

The old nian sighed and maintained a melan** 
/ choly silence : touched with compassion, the others 
w^ere likewise silent; they were shocked to hear of 
a place where piety and virtue were despbed ; for 
it is painful to the good to hear that the wcH-ld » 
wicked. The fishermen at length strove to comfort 
the old ma Ay and to (cheer him with merry stories 
and gay conversation, till the hour of sleep sum- 
moned them to repose. 

Daphnis did. not pass, the night without inquie- 
tude; he thought of his father, and felt for his anxiety; 

' • - -■ — 

* A town of the Ionic Sea, near the promontory of 
Lacynia. 
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he reflected how uneasy his Phillis would be^ if he 
could not meet her the following afternoon. '' Ab 
soon as the morning dawns/' said he, *' I will re* 
turn." 

The morning sun had scarcely beamed on the 
mossy roof, when they were all assembled. The 
old man took his staff and embraced the two fisher- 
men. " The Grods will reward your benevolence,'* 
said he, with tears in his eyes. Daphnis likewise 
embraced them, and accompanied the old man 
along the banks of the river. With slow and 
cautious step he walked by his side ; the stranger 
grew weary, and Daphius besought him to lean 
upon his shoulder. Noon-day came ; he looked 
round for some shady spot where the old man 
might repose, and conducted him beneath some 
spreading elms, where he left him, while Jie went 
in search of some fruit for his refreshment. As 
soon as they had finished their simple repast, they 
pursued their way, and when the shades of even- 
ing began to fall, he pointed out to his compa- 
nion the distant dwelling, where the lonely 
Amyntas, filled with painful solicitude, sat by the 
glimmering light of a lamp. The tender father 
started up enraptured when Daphnis and the 
stranger entered his cottage. '* Welcome,*my son !*' 
said he, falling on his neck ; O what a melancholy 
night and day have I passed !" He then greet- 
ed the stranger with cordial hospitality and pressed 
his hand ; and Daphnis told how his little vessel 
had been carried away by the waves, and how the 
fishermen had rescued him: he then related the 
history of the old man, and how carefully he had 
conducted him along the banks of the river. Th« 
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father listened with delight to these proofs of the 
feeling and of the virtue of his son. 

" Dear friend !" said Amyntas to the stranger, 
*' all that the Gods have bestowed on me shall serve 
for thy comfort and refreshment ; make my cottage 
thy dwelling." With these words he led him to a 
seat covered with soft skins, placed his staff in t 
corner, and begging him to rest his weary Umbs, 
he sat down beside him. 

" Ah I what a delight it is," exclaimed the 
stranger, filled with astonishment and joy, ** what 
a delight it is to dwell among the virtuous. Bene- 
volent friend ! beneath your roof, I find the virtues 
which I in vain sought in my native city." ** My 
friend," answered the father of Daphnis, " consi- 
der it not so great a merit to succor the distressed, 
none but a monster could refuse to do so. Why do 
the Gods protect my cottage and bless my trees ? Is 
it that I alone may dwell in comfort beneath its 
roof, where there is room and shelter for many ? Is 
it that I alone may enjoy the profusion of fruit 
which bends the loaded branches of my trees to the 
earth ?" While they thus conversed Daphnis had 
covered the table with milk, bread and fruit. . 

They soon retired to enjoy refreshing repose. 
Daphnis di^eamt of his Phillis, till he was awakened 
by the early sounds of pipes played by the shep- 
herds, as they drove their flocks to the pastures. 
Grieved that it was not yet noon, he almost forgot 
to take his pipe, and went with his little flock to the 
meadows : but, avoiding the other swains, he seated 
himself beside a lonely brook, overshadowed by 
willows. Here he sat, full of anxious inipatience, 
while his Hock grazed around him. Sometimes he 
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played a tender air, then sighed and gazed on the 
sun ; now he sported with the sheep that wandered 
near him, caressing and enticing them to eat out of 
his hand ; now he seized his pipe, and sighing, 
again gazed on the sun, impatient that he had not 
yet run the half of his daily course. 

Aristus, (that was the name of the stranger, from 
Crotona,) had in the mean time wandered from the 
cottage to survey the country ; he ascended a neigh* 
boring hill, and gazed on the extended landscape, 
brightened by the morning sun ; he beheld tufted 
hills, the blue, distant mountains, spacious plains 
and meadows filled with fruit-trees, and scattered 
woods of tapering fir, and tall oaks and pines. He 
heard at a distance the loud rushing of the river, 
pouring with a majestic noise between fields and 
hills and groves and rocks ; nearer, winding brool 9 
pursued their silent course through the grass, or 
murmured in gentle falls. The cheerful warbling 
of innumerable birds from the dewy branches, of 
aloft in the brilliant atmosphere, was blended with 
the tones of the shepherds' pipes or the maidens' 
voices, who jointly tended their flocks on the hills 
or in the verdant plains. With unsteady gaze the 
old man's eyes wandered now over the remote dis- 
tance, and now over the fragrant herbs and flowers 
that smiled at his feet : his bosom expanded with 
delight. 

What pleasure !" he at length exclaimed ; 

what streams of pleasure ! my beating heart is 
scarcely able to support it.. O Nature t Nature ! 
how lovely art thou ! how beautiful in innocent 
simplicity, undisguised by the art of discontented 
map! How happy is the shepherd, how happy is 
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the philosopher, i¥ho, unknown by the world, 
enjoys in smiling plains, every pleasure that 
simple nature affords, and unobserved does greater 
deeds than the haughty conqueror or the renowned 
sovereign. I salute thee, peaceful valley ; I salute 
you, fertile hills ! and you, ye murmuring brooks, 
ye meads, ye groves, the solemn temples of silent 
rapture and of serious meditation, I salute you ! 
How lovely ye smile, gilded by the morning 
beams ! joy and innocence sport on every hill, in 
every mead ; tranquillity and content dwell in the 
peaceful cottages, repose on the hills or the tor* 
tuous streams, and slumber in the pleasing shade 
of fruit-laden groves. How little do ye want, ye 
shepherds ! how near are you to happiness ! Ye 
who, dissatisfied, forsake the simplicity of nature, 
to seek more diversified pleasures ; ye fools ! who 
stigmatize as rude the manners of smiling inno- 
cence, and despise the poverty of those whose few 
wants nature's abundant sources are able to satisfy, 
ye always weave such webs of happiness as are 
destroyed by every breath of wind. Ye pursue 
your course to happiness through labyrinths, in 
"which ye wander ever toiling and ever discontent- 
ed ; ye Imagine you have attained the summit of 
felicity, you sink on its seducing bosom and dream ; 
you awake. In your slumbers you fancied the 
smiling face of the harpy surrounded with the ra- 
diance of the Gods ; ye perceived not her black 
wings or her ugly back, which now inspire you 
with horror and disgust. Ye sovereigns, who, with 
haughty look, survey, from the towers of your 
palaces, your wide-extended domain, and proudly 
think*—' all that I see Is mine; this busy multitude 
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of inhabitants are subject to my pleasure, and trem- 
ble before me, their master* — what bosom is filled 
with soft rapture by the smiling landscape, the 
Miitfiil fields, and all the charms of nature ? Who 
receives the greatest delight from the murmuring 
stream ; who is most refreshed by the shade of the 
groves ; who feels most powerfully the sun's genial 
influence — you, ye monarchs, or the humble shep- 
herd reclining on the grass, surrounded by his 
flock? He there reposes, breathing delight; con- 
tented and unconscious that he is poor ; and were 
he even the master of the universe, would his 
contented mind enjoy superior pleasure? The 
charms of nature are to him an inexhaustible source 
of pure delight ; nor pride, nor ambition, nor lust 
of dominion renders him dissatisfied with his lot ; 
his tranquil mind and his virtuous heart diffuse 
pleasure around him — as thy beams, thou glorious 
2iiorning sun ! shed innumerable splendors over the 
dew-besprinkled landscape. Forgive me, ye Grods ! 
if 1 wept and repined when I left Crotona ; if I 
■wept as I took the last farewel of my paternal 
abode ! Ye have conducted me by a rugged and a 
dreary path into the plains of happiness and peace. 
O ye streams ! I will repose on your banks ; ye 
trees ! receive me beneath your cooling shade ; ye 
cottages ! admit a stranger who desires to spend in 
peace the remainder of his grey old age with your 
inhabitants, who are more to be envied than kings. 
Flow, ever flow, ye streams of delight ; I bring you 
a joyful heart, a mind serene and unspotted ; se- 
rene as the sky when not a cloud passes over its 
azure expanse; calm as the smooth lake, when not 
a wave ruffles its surface reflecting the who2e 

p 2 



21 « DAPHNrS. 



Soliloquy uf AriMut. 



-QiniliDg landscape. Yes, ye charming streams ! y^ 
peaceful hills ! on your banks, and in your shades^ 
t will meditate on my past life, filled with soft 
transport, and with gratitude to the Gods ; pleasing 
will be my meditations and soothing the recoUectioii 
uninterrupted by guilt or remorse. Here my life 
$hall glide away like a placid stream ; gently shall 
it decay like yon fading rose, which exhales itf 
latest perfumes; a gentle zephyr flutters over it; 
the withering leares fall, and the rose is no more.*' 

Thu3 did the old man pour forth the effusions of 
his transport; he once more surveyed the landscape, 
}iis eyes overflowed with tears of pleasure, and 
descending the hill with slow steps, he returned to 
the cottage. 

Daphnls and his father received Him with open 
arms ; their simple noontide repast was ready, and 
they seated themselves at the table. Daphnis had 
jBoon appeased his hungf^r, and leaving them engag- 
ed in friendly converse, hastened across the riv^ 
to his Phillis. He repaired tp the stream, but 
found her not ; he looked around, and how great 
was his constenu^tion when he perceived that the 
names he had carved in the bark of the trees had 
been erased. ** Gods !" he exclaimed, trembling, 
/' is this an omen of misfortune ? O may at least no 
evil threaten my Phillis !-^But where is she ? Tei*- 
rors seize me— I tremble. O may no evil threaten 
our love !'^ Daphnis thus spoke, and stood trem- 
bling with apprehension, when Lanion advanced 
from the thi|ket. " What wouldst thou here, 
Daphnis ?'' said he, ^* whom seekest thou ? Phillis, 
I suppose. But in vain thou expectest her ; Phillis 
' no longer loves ti^ee. Thou turnest pale. No, the 
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inconstant fair-one no longer loves thee ; I have at 
length gained her heart. I have given her my 
numerous flocks and all my meads, and now sh6 
loves me ; yes, yes, the charmer loves me. Seest 
thorf under the trees the bairk on which your hamei 
were engraved ? Phillis and I were here yesterday 
at sun-set, and erased them. ' Farewel, Baphnis/ 
said she, as she destroyed the lettety, ' I ^11 eras6 
every memorial of thee!** Da[ih'ttis had heard 
scarcely haff that Lamon said; he stood over- 
whelmed wifh tfgony; his knees trembled, cold 
perspiration bedewed his limbs; he would hav6 
fa'Hen, had not Lamoft supported him and led hiih 
to the shore. " I wiH conduct thee from the di^ead- 
ful spot, Daphnis/' said he; "here, enter thy 
vessel, good shepherd : the Gods have perhaps 
some other happiness in store for thee. I pity theft 
from my heart, pdor swaitt^!"* He said; anid re^ 
turned. 

Diaiphnislbng stood senseless, like one who, wak- 
feg from the most horribte dream, shudders as yet 
ignorant that it was but a. dream ; his heart fhrob- 
bed, and deep sighs burst from his heaving bosom ; 
streams of tears- flowed from his eyes, and he* threw 
himself on the earth. " She is faithless," he e)^- 
ctaimed, *' she" is feithlcss, ye Gods ! anrf T atn mi- 
serable for ever ! She who wept in my arms, whea 
her mother had spoken to herof Lamon's passion- 
she is faithless ! that I had died in the hour when 
1 first embraced her ! Unhappy the day, on which 
I first beheld thee and was undone for ever ! But 
no, not for everl The passion thou hast so cruelly 
rewarded, will be gradually eradicated from my 
hearty and contempt will take its place — contempt 
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and aversion for a maiden, who sacrifices the ten- 
derest of youths for a flock of sheep." Filled with 
indignation he thus spoke, and imagined that his 
passion would easily be subdued ; but melancholy 
and tender sensations soon overcame his resent- 
ment. " Alas! how happy should I have been, 
cruel Phillis ! how happy should I have been, hadst 
thou not proved inconstant. I should have been 
the happiest as I am now the most wretched of 
mortals ! Every object around me will become 
dreary and disgusting ; the murmuring of the 
brooks will no more delight me ; the gay songs. of 
the birds will but increase my sadness ; the scorch- 
ing heat of the sun and the coolness of the shade 
will be alike indifferent to me, and my flock will 
wander forsaken by their shepherd, who will never 
more care even for his own life.* I will return to 
the stream, where, pressing thee in my arms, I im- 
printed burning kisses on thy lips, and where with 
equal ardor thou, cruel Phillis ! retumedst my em- 
brace ! Ah ! I will go and shed the last tears on 
that fatel spot r* 

Thus mourned Daphnis, and returned to the 
brook. ** Twas here,'* said he, *' alas I here, that 
in thy company I spent so. many happy hours. 
Twas here, thou cruel fair-one, reclining beside the 



* The reader will find a striking resemblance between 
tiie lamentations of Daphnis, and the sentiments expressed 
in the fourth part of Shenstone's celebrated pastoral ballad, 
entitled Disappointinent, beginning : 

M Ye shepherds give ear to my lav, 
And take no more heed of my sheep ; 

They have nothing to do but to stray, 
I have noUito^ to do but to weep.*' T. 
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stream, that I first found thee 1 And here, here lie? 
the bark which bore thy name, now erased by thine 
own hand ! But — ah ! if it were not true? If Lamon 
should have deceived me? O transporting thought! 
i fear« alas ! I fear it is but a false hope ! I was not 
worthy of thee, Phillis I Is not Lamon more deserv- 
ing than I? I was not worthy of thee I O forgive 
me, Lamon, forgive the fond hope that would un- 
justly make thee a deceiver !*' A rustling among 
the bushes drew his attention ; he looked round and 
beheld Phillis. He trembled ; she turned pale, 
and casting a ^ide-glance on him : '* What wouldst 
thou here, Daphnis?" said she, ** I should not 
have come, had I expected « to find thee' here; I 
will go ; I can look for the ribbon I have lost ano- 
ther time.'* " Dost thou regret, cruel maiden, 
that thou seest me once more?" said Daphnis. 
She now stooped, as if to seek the ribbon, and 
Daphnis likewise began to look for it. *^ It is the 
ribbon thou gavest me," said Phillis, *' which I 
used to wear with the garland in my hair ; keep it, 
if thou findest it, thou mayst present it to thy new 
love." «* My ribbon was too jJlain for thee, La- 
mon can give thee richer;*' replied Daphnis; 
" perhaps it is covered by the bark at the foot of 
that tree.'* Thus they spoke, as they looked for 
the ribbon ; but Daphnis was unable to utter ano- 
ther word ; the most passionate grief choaked his 
voice, and both still continued their search in si- 
lence. He had iniperceptibly approached Phillis, 
when he heard her sigh ; he looked up, and per- 
ceived that her face was bathed in tears. " Thou 
weepest, faithless maiden ! thou weepest !** And 
Daphnis. Phillis raised her streaming eyes : ^' said 

p4 
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thou weepest, inconstant swalnj" said she, in ac- 
cents interrupted by her sobs^ '* thou weepest. 
But ivell mayst thou weep at the sight of a maiden 
whom thou bastrendered wretched, for ever wretch- 
ed." She now concealed her fair lace with her 
hands, while deep sobs burst from her agitated 
bosom. Daphnis approached her; he took her 
hand, pressed it with fervor to his lips and bedew- 
ed it with hb tears. ** O PhilUs V* said he, sigh- 
ing, " my dearest, my faithless Phi His ! — thou 
weepest ; O weep over my. wretchedness !'* " Cruel 
swain 1" said Phillis, in a tone of inexpressible dis- 
tress ; " thou callest me faithless — me who iove 
thee above'all things, whom thou hast rendered un- 
happy and hast deserted for another !" " I \" ex- 
claimed Daphnis, in astonishment^ " I faithless 1 
Ye Gods ! if I am untrue let your punishments 
descend upon my head t And Phillis — is it. possi- 
ble that thou art innocent? Dost thoa not love 
Lamon ? Deceive me not, Phillis 1 didst thou not 
erase our names from the trees ? Lamon found me 
to-day by the stream. * Whom dost thpu seek t* 
said he. * Ph:llii? Poor swain, she no longer 
loves thee ; I have gained her heart. She herself 
this morning erased your names from the bark, to 
destroy, as she said, every memorial of thee !" 

Phillis stood fixed in astonishment: at length 
falling on Daphnis*s neck: '< We have been de- 
ceived!" she exclaimed, " cruel Lamon I how we 
have been decei\ed \ Yesterday, dearest Daphnis, 
I was weeping on this spot to find that thou didst 
not arrive ; 1 looked round me, and perceived that 
the bark on which our names were engraved had 
been cut from the' trees. O .how I shuddered ! I 
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was ready to sink, when Lamon- advanced fh)m 
among the bushes. * Poor Phillis ? said the de- 
ceiver, ' in vain thou waiteit for Dapknis. Thou^ 
art alarmed to find the letters erased ; thou art yet 
ignorant of the melancholy intelligence, which-*- 
punfiil task ! — I am obliged to conununicate to 
thee. Thou knowst not y^ that Daphnis is tncon* 
stant. Yes, Daphnis is j^ithless to thee ; he came 
yesterday with another maiden and erased the 
names. I will forget thee, Phillis, said he, I Will 
forget thee for ever. He then kissed his maiden, 
and departed.^ I hedrd it and sank senseless to the 
ground. The deceiver assisted me to rise ; * un- 
happy Phillis !' said he, * I will conduct thee to- 
thy hut ; grieve not ; thy faithless lover is not wor- 
thy of thy tears. Ah, Phillis 1 if thou lovedst me 
thou wouldst be happy ; my flocks, my fields, all 
I possess should be thine.' So spoke the deceiver, 
and led me to my cottage. I wept, Daphnis, I 
wept the wlvole mght; and O! what have I not 
su^ered ! < I will go,' said I to myself, * I will this 
evening repair to weep by the brook, where the 
faithless youth, has so often pitened me to his bo« 
aoffl.' I came and found thee here \ I was filled 
with emotions of mingled resentment and delight 
when I beheld thee, i pretended I had lost my 
libbon, and feigned, myself angry : alas ! how pain* 
ful was the deception, i began to weep ; thy tears 
likewise flowed, dearest Daphnis I O what happi- 
ness, thus to be restored to each other !" 

'* Cruel deceiver I*' exclaimed Daphnis, ** how 
fortunate that we were not longer deluded by his- 
arts, deazest Phillis!" ''Dearest Daphnis!" she 
xepUed ; and they teiiderly embraced each other, - 
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*' Ah, Phillis ! canst thou forgive me for haying 
doubted thy constancy?'' — *' O Daphnis, canst 
thou pardon me for having believed thee faithless ; 
for having feigned mjrself angry?" Tears and a 
thousand kisses spoke the reply. 

Phillis enquired why he luid not met her the day 
l>efore at the brook, and Daphnis related how be 
had been carried away by the fory of the current. 
Phillis trembled. He then told her how he had 
been rescued by the benevolent fishermen ; Phillis 
returned thanks to the Gods and implored them to 
bless his deliverers. He related to her the history 
of the old man, who had been driven by his wick- 
ed fellow citizens from the place of his birth, and 
how he had conducted him to his father's cottage. 
Phillis, touched with pity for the old man and de- 
lighted with the compassionate sensibility of her 
lover, embraced him with transport. Had it been 
possible to feel for him more tender affection, she 
would now have loved him more than ever. Phil« 
lis told him that she had acquainted her mother 
with her visit to his father's hut, that her inother 
had wept when she heard of his father, Amyntas, 
and that she had charged her to bring him to her 
cottage. 

" Come with me immediately, dearest Daph- 
nis 1" said she, pressing his hand. '' My beloved 
Phillis !" he replied, " I am the happiest of mor- 
tals. Ah ! how could I doubt thy affection I I am 
not worthy of thy love I no, I am" — Phillis hastily- 
imprinted a kiss of tenderness on his lips and intei> 
rupted his farther self-reproaches. 

They passed through the thicket to Phillis's cot- 
tfige. Scarcely had they entered the verdant pas-^ 
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age which conducted to it when Pbillis exclaim* 
ed : <' dear mother, here is my Daphnis l" She ran 
into the hut ; Daphnis followed her, and the vene- 
rable matron advanced overjoyed to meet him. 
*' O welcome," said she, '' thou son of the most 
virtuous, of the best of friends ; how fortunate is 
my daughter in having met with thee. The Gods 
have designed you for each other ; they will bless 
you." She desired Daphnis to seat himself beside 
her ; Philiis brought figs, pomegranates and grapes, 
and likewise placed herself by Daphnis. Philiis 
selected for him the finest fruits, while the mother 
gazed on them with a smile, and fixed that in three 
days, and before the vintage began. Hymen should 
unite them for ever : the leaves were already red 
and yellow and the ripe clusters smilingly invited 
the hand of the husbandman. Daphnis embraced 
Philiis: " O how joyful shall I be," he exclaimed, 
" when I perceive the dawn of the third morning I" 
** My beloved children," said the mother, pres- 
sing their hands in hers, '* the comfort and joy of 
my age t what delight it will be to me, in my few 
remaining years to witness your happiness! And 
how blissful is the union of the virtuous ! Their love 
never expires, and they are continually discovering 
in each other new motives of affection. Ah my 
children ! I cannot refrain" — Here her emotion 
deprived her of the power of speech. After paus- 
ing some time she continued : ** I know, full well I 
know how delightful it is. In the affectionate em- 
brace of the virtuous, even afiliction is not bitter. 
Ah Palemonl Palemonl Yes, my children, the 
Gods watched over your destiny ; ye met in a fbr- 
jtunate. hour. Perhaps, child, out of love to me 
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thou mightest hare listened to Lamon's suit, and 
perhaps thou ^wouldst have been unhappy, even 
though his meads had extended from the sedgy 
banks of the river to the blue distant hills, and 
though they had been Covered by flocks and herds 
innumerable. I will tell you something concerning 
Palemon: — when once difsntilig Timt^as in culti- 
vating his vineyard, they dug up the earth round 
an ancient grave upon the hill, and discovered a 
treasare. * See,* said Timetas, * what I never 
could hope to find : half of this treasure shall be 
thine t what hardships we poor husbandmen en- 
dure! We labor from the rising to the setting of the 
«un, and to what purpose. We fatigue ourselves 
to procure a scanty subsistence ?* * I want none of 
thy treasure,' said Palemon, ' keep the whole thy- 
self. O welcome poverty, if it be poverty ; labor 
has inured me to hardships and the noon-tide sun 
does not scorch me/ * And Palemon, dost thou 
not rejoice at the discovery of the treasure ?' said 
Timetas. ' No, Timetas,' replied my husband, 
* f FBjofCe not at the discovery ; had I found it 
alone, I should have buried it still deeper in the 
earth. For what should I have gained } could I 
have reclined in the meadows and in the cooling 
shades and listlessly watched my neighbor cultiva- 
ting his iiekls or his vineyard in the sweat of his 
brow, or have beheld the shepherd carefutly tend- 
ing, his dock? Or could I have eaten more, or with 
a better appetite? O shame on thee, let us bury the 
treasure!' ' Pklemon !\ said Timetas, ' I will not 
touch the treasure !' ' O/ cOEttinued Palemon, ' how 
joyful am i, when wit^ recruited vigor I awake 
Irom sound slumbers ; the birds welcome me witl^ 
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their early strains to iiiy labor, and the morning 
sun greets me with his lucid beams. I cheerfully 
commence the toils of the day and sin^; with joy 
while I tend my little floek in the mead, or culti-* 
vate my fields or assist my neighbor in the cultiva* 
tion^ of hb. Labor seasons my humble repast and 
secures to me the possession of health. O, what 
joy I fed ^ when I return in the evening weary to 
piy hut, when my affectionate wife receives me 
with open arms> and brings me water from the 
spring, or wine when she has it, to quench my 
thirst, and places before me bread, cheese and 
fruit&to satisfy my hunger. How happy am I ! and 
if I possessed all the country between the Clibanic 
mountains and the sand-rhills on the coast of the 
Ionic sea, I should not be more cheerful and more 
contented !' * Let us hury the treasure,' said Time* 
tas ; * it is of no use to us.* They left it untouched 
and again covered it with iiie soil." — She then told 
them that the good were always rich, and rejoiced 
with them till the setting sun shed a parting gleam 
through the verdant porch. 

Daphnis at length rose to depart. '' Go" said 
the venerable matron, " go, tell thy father that I 
-am the happiest of mothers." Phillis went with 
him out of the cottage and accompanied him to the 
.shore. ^^ Daphnis," said she, incircling him with 
her snowy arms, " in three days we shall be united 
in the «oft bands of Hymen. . O how happy shall 
we be ! What can then equal our felicity, Daphnis ? 
How smoothly will our lives pass away !" *' O Phil- 
lis," he replied, embracing her with fervor, " they 
•will resemble a perpetual spring.'* ** Or this 
stream/* said she^ " which glides among the flpwers. 
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It is true, my beloved, a thistle or a thorn is here 
and there seen on its banks; gloomy days will 
sometimes intervene ; but if we are virtuous in each 
other's arms, the thorns will bring forth roses, and 
the lowering sky will appear equally pleasant with 
the serene sun-shinc-** " Yes, my beloved," an- 
swered Daphnis, '* and my father has often said: 
' Be not impatient under adversity ; it has some- 
times visited me, but on the return of prosperity, 
I was the more deeply sensible of tlife happiness I 
enjoyed/ ** Daphnis,'* said she, " when we first 
loved, and had no hope of finding each other, we 
were unhappy ; but what transport we felt at our 
unexpected meeting! When each imagined the 
other faithless we were both miserable ; but how 
sweet were our sensations when we discovered the 
deception." 

Thus they conversed till they arrived at the 
shore. They embraced once more ; Daphnis as- 
cended the boat, and Phillis trembling, called after 
him, to take care the stream did not again carry 
him away. Her eye anxiously pursued him, till he 
had landed on the opposite shore. 

Daphnis having crossed the river, observed a 
shepherd standing at the door of a neighboring cot- 
tage, conversing with a stranger who wept as he 
spoke. " Alas 1" said the stranger, *' poor as I am, 
I should not grieve were it not for the child that is 
playing at my feet. . Ah ! dear, unhappy infant ! 
But, no — thou art not unhappy; cheerful and con- 
tented thou pursuest thy innocent sports, and only 
weepest when thou beholdest my tears. I see thy 
smiles, my child, and weep." «* Alas i" he conti* 
nued^ *' I dwelt on yonder mountain ; last spring 
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my trees were loaded with blossoms, and my garden 
was filled with flourishing plants ; a tempest came, 
a torrent burst over the mountain, and swept away 
my hut and my trees and my garden ; fragments 
of rock and sand now cover the spot where smiled 
the dawning prospect of abundance." 

Daphnis sighed as he passed by. " Blessed be 
the man/' he exclaimed, who succours the distres- 
sed ; the gods approve his conduct and reward him. 
But, ye gods f why am I so poor ? I beheld the un- 
fortunate man, my bosom heaved with compassion 
and with sorrow because I cannot relieve him ! Ah ! 
I feel — I feel how happy I should be, if I were able 
to afford him relief. Alas ! ye gods I why am I so 
poor ? " 

' Thus dejected, Daphnis entered his hut; he 
scarcely mentioned to the old man and his father 
that he had been in Phillis's cottage, and that in 
three days Hymen would unite them for ever. 

The returning sun found Aristus on the dewy 
turf before the cottage, where he was joined by 
Daphnis and his father: the old man requested 
them to accompany him to the meadows. They 
followed him, and he conducted them to a neigh- 
boring hill> that overlooked the whole country > and 
on which the fruit-trees that skirted it threw a 
verdant shade. Luxuriant grass overshadowed the 
little furrows that conducted through the meadows 
the limpid waters of a murmuring brook, which 
meandered down the hill between currant and 
blackberry-bushes. One side of the eminence was 
occupied by a cultivated field which extended far 
into the plain ; half-way up the hiti stood a cottage 
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and a wine-press ; and a bower of elder^^es sha- 
dowed the verdant turf before the entraoce. 

Aristus embraced Amyntas and his son. <^ My 
friend ! my son !*' said he, '* this cottage, these 
trees and this hill belong to you. I purchased 
them yesterday and I give them to you. I will 
dwell with you ; in this cottage, beneath these 
trees, and besicile that stream will I speiid the re^ 
mainder of my days, and when I die, my friends ! 
when I expire in thy arms, Ai^yhtas.! inter me be- 
tween those two shady trees, yonder where the blue 
lilies blossom." Amyntas, overpowered .with rap- 
turous emotion, was long incapable of making any 
reply. My friend I" he at length exclaiff)ed, era* 
bracing Aristus, " how generous art thou f Ah .' 
how peacefully will the remainder of my old age 
glide away in thy society! and when we die, Daph* 
ois, inter us beside each other, binder the lilies ; 
and thou and thy children shall call the trees Arb* 
tus and Amyntas/' 

In mournful silence the duteous sofi listened to 
the command ; they now ascended the hill and en- 
tered the bower. Daphnis looking round, disco* 
yered beyond the river, the cottage of his Phillis. 
The enraptured Daphnis leaped for joy^ and calling 
the old men, he pointed out to them the dwelling 
of his beloved. He long gazed with eager atten- 
tion, hoping to descry his Phillis under the verdant 
porch or between the branches which shaded the 
window of the hut, but in vain. In the transport 
of his joy he then sang a song with a voice so loud 
that she might easily have heard it in her cottage. 
He entered the house, which was clean and conve* 
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nient, unornamented, save that the morning sun 
portrayed on the white walls the flitting shadows of 
the boughs and rose-bushes that waved before the 
windows. " O Aristus I" exclaimed the delighted 
'Daphnisy and ran to hun and kissed his hand. He 
walked round the cottage, and found himself every 
where overshadowed by a wood of fruit-trees, 
whose branches were propped up to support the 
weight of the fruit which nearly bowed them to the 
luxuriant grass. Overarching vines passed from 
one tree to another. *' O Phillis ' what delightful 
news I have to tell thee ! This charming spot is to 
be our abode! O kind Aristus!'' he again ex? 
claimed, and ran back a second time to kiss his 
hand. Aristus beheld the joy of the father and the 
ton^ and felt the godlike pleasure, known only to 
the beneficent. What bliss to witness the grateful 
transports of those to whom we have done good 1 
. Daphnis now gaily descended the hill to drive 
hif little flock to the fleld ; while Aristus and 
Amyntas remained engaged in friendly converse on 
the sunny hill. As he followed his flock, he said to 
himself: ** We have now a new habitation on the 
hill, and our hut will be vacant. Ye gods ! ye 
have, listened to my prayers, and now I can assist 
the unfortunate man I yesterday saw. I will in- 
treat my father to give him the hut." He said, and 
soon joined the other shepherds. He joyfully re- 
lated to them how the old man had purchased the 
hill for him, and that the following day he was to 
be united to Phillis, and invited them ail to the fes* 
tival. ** We wish thee joy, Daphnis 1'* said all the 
shepherds, ** thou deservest thy good-fortune ; we 
will come to the feast crowned with fresh garlands ^ 
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we will tune our pipes and bring our maidens along 
with us/' They now began to tell each other ho\r 
merry they should be ; they tried their pipes and 
each fixed upon the maiden that was to accompa- 
ny him. At noon Daphnis left them, and all the 
shepherds again promised to repair to his hill as 
soon as the morning dawned. 
* Daphnis returned to his old habitation, but Aris- 
tus and his father were not there. How great was 
his astonishment, when the unfortunate stranger 
whom he had seen the preceding evening advanced 
to meet him. ** Ah Daphnis ! Daphnis I" ex« 
claimed the man, while tears trickled down his 
cheeks, '' bow shall I express my gratitude, my 
rapture ? Nor words, nor these tears, can tell what 
I feel. Ye gods ! how blessed is the man whom ye 
nfiake the instrument of your goodness I Daphnis I 
thy father has given me this hut and these trees.-" 
Daphnis enraptured, embraced the man. ** Tell 
me,'' said he, " tell me the joyful tidings ; how did 
my father meet with thee?" "To-day," replied 
the man, " my child was gathering apples on yoi^r 
hill ; thy father passed by, and taking the child oh 
his knee, enquired who was his father. * Philetas,' 
lisped the child. And where is your hut ? The 
child wept: * We have no cottage, and no garden, 
and no trees now.' Amyntas then asked where I 
was, and desired him to fetch me. The child 
sprang from his knee, ran to me, and conducted me 
to thy father, who made me relate to him my mis- 
fortunes. ^ Philetas,' said he, ' yon hut across the 
meadow and the trees which shade it, shall be thy 
iiut and. thy trees. I now dwell here on the hill ; 
be my; neighbor, and my .Mend V . 1 imagined I 
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M ing. I could not thank him — I could only weepr f* 

W PhWetSLS was silent, and raised his eyes to heaven. 

r White they were conversing, the innocent child 

had entwined his little arms round Daphnis's knees, 

and smiled in his face as if to express his gratitude, 

" Mayst thou live happily in thy cottage, Philetas^ 

and may thy trees flourish t" said Daphnis, and 

raising the smiling infant in his arms, he kissed it, 

while with its Httle hands it stroked hi» face or 

played with his hair. 

Daphnis now went to the hill to acquaint his fa- 
ther with his agreeable surprise, and hastened, as 
soon as he could, acrosc the river ; but Phillis was 
not yet by the bro(^ r he reclined under the shade 
of a willow, where the heat of the day and the mur- 
mur of the stream hiUed him to sleep; He was 
suddenly wakened by a handfiii of flowers that 
were thrown over his face : he looked up and Phillrg 
stood smiling before him. He would have clasped 
her in his arms, but perceived that they had been 
bound ; be endeavored to disengage himself, but in 
vain ; and Phillis laughed, till her nosegay fell from 
her bosom. " Thou mischievous maiden,'* said 
Daphnis, ** only wait till I am at liberty, and I 
will be revenged on thee." " Thou must wait to 
be revenged, Daphnis," said the maiden, " till 1 
please to unbind thee. How wilt thou revenge thy- 
self?" " I will kiss thee," he replied, " till thy 
whole face glows like a rose." " Well, then, Daph- 
nis," said she, " I will not unbind thee, till thou 
hast promised not to kiss me for a whole hour," 
•* Phillis," he exclaimed, " how can I pronuse 
that f" She however refused to set him at liberty 

as 
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on any other condition. '' I promise not to kiss 
thee/' he at length cried, and the maiden unbound 
him. *' He Mrili not be able to keep his promise/' 
thought she ; but he constrained himself in order 
to punish her, and seated himself without attempt- 
ing to kiss her. They had not sat many minutes 
ivhen she smiled invitingly upon him, but he per- 
sisted in his resolution. *' Daphnis/' said she at 
length, " I think the hour must be past." " Past?" 
cried Daphnis, " no, not the fourth part of it." 
Phillis smiled, blushed, and was silent for a short 
time. " Ah ! now it has certainly expired," said 
she. '' Thou art mistaken Phillis," said Daphnis, 
*' not the half of it is gone yet." « O Daphnis," 
she exclaimed, 'Ms it so easy for thee to abstain 
fix>m kissing me P' She reclined in hi« arms, placed 
her cheek to his lips, and gazed on him with a lan« 
guishing smile. Daphnis pressed her to his bosomi, 
and imprinted a thousand kisses on her cheeks. 

"Ah Phillis!" said he, while his words were 
often interrupted by kisses, " ah Phillis i how 
painful has my revenge been to me ! and^ if my 
whole flock had been at stake, 1 could not have 
persevered a moment longer. But, Phillis," said 
he, with a serious air^ '' what delightful news I 
have to tell thee. To day my father has relieved 
an unfortunate man ; this day, this happy day, I 
have seen and I have wept tears of gratitude and 
joy. O how sweet are the tears, with which gra- 
titude and sensibility moisten the cheek ! They 
are sweeter^ far sweeter than the dews which be- 
sprinkle the flowers in spring ! But, my beloved, 
I must tell thee all. Aristus, our venerable guest, 
has purchased for ub an extensive hill, covered with 
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luxuriant grass, with a whole wood of fruit-trees^ 
and a large cottage and a stream. O Phillis ! how 
our hearts overflowed with gratitude ! Aristus wept 
foo. O what precious tears are those which the 
consciousness of having done good presses from our 
eyes ! An unfortunate man passed by, whose hut 
and whose trees had been swept away by a moun- 
tain torrent ; my father gave him our former cot- 
tage and trees. O the worthy man ! he shed tears 
of joy in my arms." Phillra sobbed at the relation, 
and Daphnis kissed the tears from her cheeks, so 
that not one fell on her bosom. ** How charming 
it will be, Phillis,** continued he, '* when our sheep 
lose themselves among the luxuriant grass on the 
hill, while I attend to the trees and thou to the 
garden ; or when in each other^s embrace we re- 
cline beneath the shade and return thanks to the 
gods I" ** O Daphnis ! Daphnis !" exclaimed Phil- 
lis, pressing him with tender transport to her snowy 
1>osom, " how happy are we ! It is true that with 
thee I should have been content amid poverty, in a. 
narrow, mouldering hut, or in a solitary wood ; the 
simplest flowers of the field would have been to me 
as fragrant roses ; the fruits of wild shrubs and the 
roots of plants I should have considered as a deli» 
cious repast : but the gods have granted us compe- 
tency, abundance. O how our happiness delights 
me, because it is also thine I'*" 

" Come, dear Phillis," said he, kissing her and 
assisting her to rise ; " come, we ^iU ascend yoa 
hill, on which the gourds stand; perhaps we shatl 
there be able to discover our habitation." Under 
the shadow of the broad leaves of the gourdsy 
Daphnis looked around. '< Phillis/' said he> *' dost 
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thou see our hill yonder, where I point ; that with so 
many beautiful trees ?" " O yes, Daphnis/' cried 
Phillis, ** I see it, and the stream, winding through 
the grass and the bushes. I can distinguish the 
cottage too, Daphnis ; it is large and handsome ; 
hovr the trees join their arms above it ! I also see 
a bower, a long, verdant bower before the cottage. 
How delightful it will be to sit in its shade and 
to survey the whole wide-extended landscape." 
'* Dear Phillis, embrace me l" exclaimed Daph- 
nis. ** O how happy shall we be. Ah ! I already 
see, I already feel our delight. I see thee sitting in 
the bower, playing with one smiling infant on thy 
lap, while the others frolic about us on the turf, 
pelt each other with flowers or sport among the 
young lambs. O what delicious hopes !** A crim- 
son blush overspread the maiden's cheeks. Has- 
tily interrupting him : " Tell me,** she cried, 
** tell me who is that venerable, grey-headed man 
passing 'from th« cottage towards the bower ?" 
*« O Phillis, it is Aristiis,*' said Daphnis. " O 
Axistus/' exclaimed the maiden with rapture, good 
Aristus ! Father I" 

" Dearest Phillis," 'said Daphnis, seating him- 
self between the rows of gourds and taking her 
on his knee ; " dearest Phillis, how happy am I ! 
Thou lovest, thou lovest me ! This alone, yes, 
this alone renders me happy I O what joy, what 
transport do I derive from the possession of thy 
affection. If thou didst not love me, nor hills, 
nor flocks, nor the whole world could confer any 
pleasure. But in thy arms, my beloved 1 in thy 
arms I am the happiest of mortals! To-morrow 
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at the altar of Cupid I shall swear that I will love 
thee. Ah Phillis I when age has silvered my 
hair, when my heart for the. last time throbs, it 
will still doat on thee as at this moment. " Ah 
Daphnist dearest Daphnisl" said Phillis, and 
with a sigh pressed her cheek tenderly to his. 

Filled with rapturous emotion, they sat in si- 
lence, interchanging mutual caresses. At length 
Daphnis began : *' Phillis, all the shepherds and 
all the maidens reioice at our union ; all those 
who dwell around our hill have promised to come 
to the festival, and I will entertain them in oul 
bower." *' And the swains and the maidens near 
our cottage," said Phillis, ** have likewise promised 
to be there." Thus they spoke and were delighted 
to think they had so many friends who would re- 
joice with them. 

While they thus conversed, evening came on. 
Daphnis rose to return home : hand-in-hand they 
descended the hill. ** Ah I" said Daphnis, *' how 
happy shall I be when the morning dawns I How 
I shall welcome the day 1 with what joy 1 with 
what transport ! Soon as the first beams of Aurora 
tinge the sky, I will be at thy cottage." *' Long 
before the morning dawns," answered Phillis, *< I 
shall anxiously, impatiently look for thee through 
the sprays before my window; and when I see 
thee coming, how my heart will beat with plea* 
sure 1 I shall weep for joy, as if I had not seen 
thee for a long, long time. I shall call to thee 
like the young swallow to his mother, when she 
flies towards hiip with food in her bill." *' Yes,** 
•aid DaphniSi embracing her, <'. I will bring thee 
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food on my lips ; I will bring thee a thousand and 
z thousand kisses.^ 

Thus they conversed, till Daphnis had ascended 
the boat. 
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SOTH the lovers passed the night in pleasing 
dreams. Scarcely had the early swallow greeted 
the serene, smiling morn, when suddenly the 
sounds of shepherds' pipes and maidens' songs 
roused Daphnis from his slumbers. The assembled 
swains and damsels hand in hand ascended the 
hill> and sang gay songs of congratulation before 
the cottage. Daphnis started up, enraptured* 
'* Welcome," he often exclaimed, " thrice wel- 
come, happiest of my days J" With a fresh garland 
entwined among the clustering locks of his auburn 
hair, and dressed for the festival, he joined the 
train of youths and maidens, who received him 
with shouts of joy. Aristus and Amyntas were 
already among them, rejoicing in the day that was 
to crown his happiness. 

They descended the hill, while the old men 
gazed after them with delight; they repaired to 
the shore, and entered the boats, ornamented with 
green boughs and flowers for the occasion. They 
sang as they crossed the stream ; on the opposite 
bank a great number of boats, likewise decked with 
boughs and long ribbons, were waiting for the 
youths and maidens of the other shore. They quit* 
ted their boats, and having secured, them, proceed- 
ed singing to Phillis's cottage, where a large com* 
pany of swsiins and damsels had already assembled. 



£34 DAPHNIS, 



DamoD. 



They joyfully mingled among them ; but Daphois 
hastened into the hut, where PhiiUs welcomed him 
with a thousand kisses. 

In the mean time the youths and maidens waited 
singing before the cottage. A handsome youog 
shepherd, with long, golden ringlets conducted the 
swains and the maidens of the other shore : with a 
lyre of ivory under his arm he resembled the beau- 
tiful Apollo, when he lived among the shepherds ; 
and many supposed him to be the son of the youth* 
ful God. He surpassed in beauty and in wisdom 
all the shepherds of the neighboring plains ; he un- 
derstood the influence of the stars and the proper- 
ties of the plants ; and notwithstanding his youth,' 
he was the oracle of all the country round. He 
was the best poet, and his compositions were eagerly 
learned by the other swains; he chanted the 
praises of virtue, of youthful pleasures and of love, 
and his songs were sung on solemn festivals in the 
temples. When he sat by his flock in the mea- 
dows, the swains and the maidens collected to listen 
to his strains ; they reclined around him, as the 
lambs, in the sultiy heat of noon, encircle a tree 
whose spreading branches afford a grateful shade. 
Such was the melody of his notes, that forgetting all 
earthly objects they imagined themselves among 
the Gods. Nature had likewise endowed him with 
other talents; he possessed the art of carving 
images in wood, which he placed in the temples ; 
the statues of the nymphs in the grotto vrere by his 
skilful hand, and in a neighboring grove he had 
placed the image of Pan at the foot of the highest 
oak. 

He had also carved a statue of Cupid ; even with^ 
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out his arrows and quiver, it would have been easy 
to recognize the infant God ; the winning smile of 
the boy and his animated attitude proclaimed the 
God of Love. This image he placed in a bower in 
his orchard : once as by moon-light the youth was 
singing in the bower an enchanting strain in praise 
of love, he heard a rustling, gentle as when zephyr 
sports among the flowers or as the hum of bees, and 
a perfume sweeter than roses was diffused around. 
Cupid descended on a silvery cloud, accompanied 
by a numerous train of fluttering love-gods, some 
of whom perched upon the sprays that waved 
around the bower, while others, like bees, alighted 
on the blossomed flowers. " Youth !" said Cupid, 
^' I am the God to whom all mankind raise altars. 
I am honored even by the immortals. It was I 
who rendered the abode of Apollo among the shep- 
■herds enviable to the Gods ; 'tis I who polish the 
understanding, who soften the mind of man, and 
who inspire even the good with a warmer love of 
virtue. I am honored alike by the monarch on his 
throne and by the shepherd in the mead : I fan the 
flame of the -vicious, as a punishment ; but on the 
virtuous I lavish the most transporting pleasures, 
soothing melancholy, voluptuous desire and lan- 
guishing delight. But few have so feelingly confes- 
sed my power as thou hast dene ; I will shed on 
thee my choicest influence ; thou shalt be blest 
above every mortal.'* Thus spoke Cupid, and dis- 
appeared: 

Damon's bosom was now thrilled with more ten- 
der emotions ; a soft desire for a beauty, as yet 
purely imaginary, cherished in the mind of the 
youth a delicious melancholy. When the joyous 
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birds greeted the early dawn> and when the moon 
darted her soft beam through the waving foliage, 
he repaired to the bower of the God of Love. Oft 
as the mom returned, he found his Cupid crowned 
with a fresh wreath of flowers ; he beheld it with 
astonishment, and considered it as a happy omen» 
One evening when he was in the bower and mused 
on the circumstance, he resolved to watch all night 
by the image. Long he waited; but when tte 
silence of midnight reigned around, he heard a 
rustling ; and instantly concealing himself behind 
the statue, he perceived a maiden advancing 
through the bushes which skirted his orchard » 
With soft and timid step she hastened towards the 
bower. A white, loosely-flowing robe shaded her 
slender form ; auburn tresses floated over her un- 
covered shoulders.- Her figure was graceful as 
Juno's, but her gravity was tempered by a more 
engaging sweetness. She entered the bower and 
fixed her languishing eyes on the image. " Cu- 
pid !" said she, and sighed, " how long shall I feel 
only thy torments } How long shall I sigh ; how 
long shall my heart be consumed with hopeless 
passion ? O Damon couldst thou behold the tear of 
tenderness that rolls from my languishing eye, thou 
wouldst kiss it from my cheek ! Thou wouldst sigh 
—thou wouldst love me ! Ah ! when shall I be 
blest in his embrace ; when, Cupid, shall I, with 
tears of joy, express my gratitude to thee ?'* 

She said, and entwined a garland round the 
brow of the God. Damon had listened with inex- 
pressible transport ; love had taken entire possession 
of his throbbing heart ; he sighed, and advanced 
trembling from behind the statue. He clasped the 
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maiden in his arms ; in silent extacy he sank upon 
her bosom and felt that he was the happiest of 
mortals. Such was the shepherd who conducted 
the maidens and the youths from the other shore. 

The sun now rose from behind the hill, and 
poured his beams over the laughing meads. Phillis 
came forth from her cottage, and the swains and 
maidens greeted her with smiles. Daphnis, fair as 
ever^youthful Bacchus and gay as the God of Love, 
ied her by the hand. Her mother likewise joined 
the train; pleasure and youthful smiles almost 
chased the marks of age from her brow. They 
proceeded in pairs to the fleet of boats, and passed 
pver the stream. 'Tis said that little Cupids flut- 
tered in the verdant canopies of the vessels ; that 
the soft rustling of the leaves, the balmy perfumes, 
and the sportive waving of the ribbons and the 
flowers betrayed them. Each shepherd gently 
lifted his maiden out of the boat? Daphnis and 
Phillis went first and conducted them to the hill, 
where Amyntas received Phillis's mother with open 
arms and with tender transport. " Welcome," 
said he, pressing her hand, " welcome, O wife of 
the best of friends ; what blessed days have been 
reserved for our declining years!" Aristus and 
Philetas hastened to meet Phillis, to bless and to 
embrace her. 

The youths and the maidens ranged themselves 
in a circle, round an altar consecrated to love and 
chanted nuptial hymns. Daphnis and Phillis ap* 
proached the altar ; no pair more beautiful, more 
tender had ever sacrificed at Cupid's shrine. 
Crowns of white and red roses entwined their 
brows ; a wreath of variegated flowers descendefl 
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from their shoulders and encircled their waists. 
Each held a dove ; they strangled the birds, which, 
as they expired, flapped their hands with their 
downy wings. Phillis trembled as she deprived 
the innocent victim of life: they then placed them 
on the altar, covered them with fragrant herbs, and 
poured upon them oil and honey. Each youth and 
maiden advanced in pairs, and laid a garland on 
the sacrifice : it was set on fire, and a cloud of am- 
brosial perfume ascended with the hymeneal songs 
to Olympus. 

'* OGupid!" began the song, accompanied by 
the soft notes of the pipes, " sweet God of Love !^ 
O how delightful it is to love and to be loved ! Xhe 
Gods of the groves and of the streams confess thy 
power ; and the nightingale siiigs of thee amid the 
stillness of night! All nature owns thy sway, O 
Cupid, sweet God of Love ! 

" Thy spark lies dormant in the bosom of the 
Hsping infant, that smiling sports rn the blossomed 
mead ! as the embryo flower is concealed in the bud 
of the nascent spring ^ O Cupid T sweet God of 
Love! 

'* The life of him who is^ a stranger to thy in- 
fluence, is a dreary winter; he resembles a creeping 
brook that never yields a delightful murmur, a bird 
destitute of the powers of song, or a withered tree 
which never blossoms. O Cupid !' sweet God of 
Love! 

" O ye, who love and are loved ! yield not the 
flowers to you more delicious perfumes ? Do not the 
brooks murmur more sweetly and all the birds sing 
hymeneal strains for you ? O Cupid ! sweet God af 
Love! 
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** May Pan protect your flocks^ and Ceres and 
Bacchus prosper your fruits and your vines, and 
tlie friendly household divinities dwell in your cot- 
tages ! And thou, O Hymen ! wave thy torch over 
them, that their love may never know decrease; 
O Hymen I sweet God of Marriage !" 

In the mean time the father of Daphnis, with 
Aristus and Philetas, had sacrificed to Pan the God 
of the husbandman and of flocks, a young ram, 
whose horns were entwined with ivy and pine- 
branches ; and Phillis's mother oflfered up her silent 
prayers to the Goddess of domestic duties and of 
female mysteries. 

All now assembled in the bower, where Phillis's 
mother had covered a long table with savory viands, 
and had decked it with fruits and flowers. They 
placed themselves round the table, at the head of 
which sat Phiilis and Daphnis> like the rose and 
the lily in the midst of a tasteful garland of flow- 
ers. Beside Phiilis was seated the little child of 
Philetas; pleasure and delight played on his 
cheeks, and he continually smiled on Phiilis and 
kissed her hand. The next seats were reserved for 
venerable age, Aristus, and the mother of Phiilis, 
and Amyntas and Philetas ; their joy inspired them 
with the gaiety of youth. The chastened laugh 
and sportive tale went round, or the tender whisper 
breathed into the maiden's ear ; but the joyous 
youth soon left the bower to engage in more active 
amusements. Sometimes holding each other by 
the hand^ they danced in a lengthened row; Daph- 
nis was the first and Phiilis the last ; then forming a 
ring, the lovers joined hands, kissed each other, and 
they all danced in a circle. Sometimes they mad^ 
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PbilUs and Daphols dance alone in the middle, 
while the youths and maidens danced around them; 
or sometimes the best dancers came forward and 
performed the dances of the reaper, or the sower, 
or the vintager, or the sailor, imitating the motions 
of each, while the rest sang songs descriptive of the 
several occupations. The light garments of the 
smiling maidens floated in the air, as they deftly 
trod with their favorite youths the mazy iinndings 
of the dance. Fatigued with this diversion, they re- 
paired to the bower, to refresh themselves with fruit 
in the cool shade, to sport, or to relate the merry tale. 
' My shepherd once made a sad mistake,'' said 
a maiden, seated beside her lover, to Phillis. " I 
had promised to meet him at a certain hour in the 
thicket, but the good swain was obliged to wait a 
long, long time : at length I came running without 
a nosegay, my hair in disorder and my garland torn 
to pieces/* *' Yes," interrupted the shepherd, 
*' and all her bosom bare," *' I would have flown 
into his arms," continued the maiden, blushing, 
*' but he started back. ' Shepherd,' said I, as I 
was hastening to thee, Damxtus, the sweet Damae- 
tus ran after me ; he jumped up at my neck, and 
the wanton rogue tore off my garland, snatched the 
nosegay from my bosom, and broke my ribbon. I 
said, and would have embraced him ; but he turned 
inflamed with anger and fled from me. ' Do not 
run away, shepherd,' said I, ' he will bring me 
other flowers !' He now ran faster than before ; I 
Ipoked after him; he stamped on the ground, 
and — " " Yes," said the shepherd, again inter- 
rupting her, *' I was angry, indeed. * Cruel maid,' 
said I, she is faithless, perhaps, though she still 
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pretends to love me, she has long been inconstant* 
She now avows it and yet won id have embraced 
me, as if it were tome a matter of the utmost indi^ 
ference. I said much more and ran nkadfy away. 
I wandered about, and unconscious whither I went, 
again approached the spot where I had left her. I 
trembled and wept with anger and vexation ; I 
looked at her and observed a child sporting on her 
lap, playing with her ribbons, and fixing a fresh 
nosegay in her bosom. * See, ill-natured shepherd/ 
said she, regarding me with a look of mingled sor- 
row and ' tenderness, 'see, little Damsetu^ has 
brought me fresh flowers/ ' Is this Damstus, who 
tore thy ribbons?' cried J, with astonishment, and 
was overwhelmed with shame and with transport 
on discovering my mistake — ' Yes, said I, yes/ 
cohtinued the maiden, ' this is Damaetus : why 
vast thou angry, my beloved ? But indeed, indeed^ 
nothing shall detain me another time, because thou 
wast so angry.' He then approached, pressed my 
hand, and weeping, concealed his face in my lap. 
The more 1 said, * Raise thy head, shepherd, that I 
may kiss thee/ the more he wept and replied, that 
he was unworthy of my kisses," Thus the maiden 
concluded her story and turned to her shepherd and 
embraced him. 

*' O,'* said Phillis to Daphnis, imprinting a kiss 
on his lips, " how sweet it is to be thus reconciled.** 
*' Yes, my beloved," answered Daphnis, ** I never 
was so transported, as at our reconciliation, after 
Lamon had deceived us." 

''My maiden once deceived me,** said a shep* 
herd, while his beloved, seated on his knee, smiled 
at his xukFration. '' A^ I once lay slumbering by 
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the stream, a voice suddenly wakened me. * Ah 
shepherd V said the lovely voice, ' as often asthoa 
passest by this stream my sighs pursue thee; and 
when thou lea vest its banks, O what pain can equal 
mine ! But, how joyful am I, when thou slumbmst 
by the stream ! I steal to the .shore and kiss thee. 
I can no longer conceal that I love thee ; a nymph 
loves thee-^a young, a beautiful nymph. Wilt 
thou not return my affection, youlhfiil shepherd f 
* I cannot love thee, nymph,', said I ; * my heart is 
already engaged to a lovely maiden.* ' But/ con- 
tinued the nymph, ' if thou couldst see me, if thou 
couldst behold my sea-green locks floating down 
my snow-white back and encircling my slender 
waist ; if thou couldst see my rosy cheeks, my 
smiling lips and my blue eyes, thou wouldst wil- 
lii^gly. exchange thy maiden for a nymph.' ' I 
cannot jiove thee,' I again replied ; * nymph, be not 
offended ; but if thou, wert fair as one of the Graces, 
or as Venus herself I could not love thee. I love 
my Chloe and would not resign her for the whole 
world. 1 pity thee, poor nymph, and will forsake 
the stream till thou hast conquered thy passion.' 
' Cruel shepherd,' replied the nymph, ' I will fol- 
low thee into the meads ; the Gods of the woods 
shall steal away thy sheep and they shall carry thee 
to the stream.' ^ Ah,' answered I, ' and if the 
wood-gods were even to take my life I could love 
none but my Chloe.' ' They shall rob thee of thy 
Chloe,* the nymph would have continued, but the 
words were drowned in a loud burst of laughter, 
and Chloe holding both her sides, advanced from 
the place of her conc;ealment." " Yes," interrupted 
the maideoj '<.I could no longer cpntain myselfi he 
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vras going to be in a passion with the nymph ; but 
how delighted I was to receive this proof of thy 
tx>h$tan€y and affection!^ She said^ and pressed 
him to'her bosom. 

Amid such pleasures evening approached ; the 
mild moon began to shed her silver light, when 
Daphnis and Phillis again assembled all the mai- 
dens and shepherds in the bower of elder. The 
tables were spread with delicious fruits ; the melon 
in its greeii net surrounded with purple grapes ; 
rosy-cheeked apples and pears ; the pomegranate 
with its verdant crown and cloven breast, the lus- 
cious fig and every fruit mild autumn yields, fruits 
in smooth and silky rinds and those inclosed in 
hard shells were placed in dishes, and strewed with 
flowers and fragrant shrubs. Bowls filled with 
wine and encircled with ivy, sacred to Bacchus, 
sparkled among the dishes. 

While they were seating themselves round the 
table, Damon, the youth with the ivory lyre, ad- 
vancing to Daphnis, presented him with an ample 
goblet. " Friend," said he, '* accept this goblet ; 
I curved it for thee ; let it be a memorial of our 
friendship ; fill it with wine, let it pass round the 
table, and each who drinks shall sing a song.** 
Daphnis joyfully accepted the goblet. " Damon, 
thy friendship is precious to me," said he, turning 
it in his hand, to admire the skilful workmanship. 
On its sides was represented the joyous Bacchus 
-drawn on Ms car by fawning tigers ; next came the 
wildly-laughing Silenus sitting on an ass* and sup- 
ported on either side by merry fauns. A mingled 
train of nymphs and satyrs and fauns wantonly foK 
iowed him with thyrsi and cymbals and pipes, or 
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bearing full vine-skins on their shoulders. Above 
them, on the wreath that encircled the goblet, 
buttered little love-gods, who scattered flowers om 
the joyous train. Cupid hovered in their midstt 
and aimed his shafts at the nymphs, some of whom 
wantonly smiled at him, while others pretended to 
tun away, bat cast a longing glance behind, fearful 
Jest they were too far distant to be observed by 
Jbim. 

Daphnis now filled the goblet with the foaming 
beverage, and sang : *' How delicious is the purple 
.draught, in the arms of my charmer ; and when 
accompanied by her kiss, I quaff only copious 
draughts of pleasure; for the kiss of my fairone 
opens my heart to joy. At the foot of the hill I will 
plant a bower of vines sacred to Bacchus and the 
,God of Love ; beneath its shade, on the bosom of 
my beloved, I will return thanks to Cupid for my 
laptures and to Bacchus for my joys.'* 

He sang, and gave the goblet to Phillis. She 
took it smiling, and thus began : '* Sweet is thy 
perfume, O rose ! plucked by Daphnis's hand ; and 
when amid tender kisses he fixes thee in my bosom, 
.pleasure overpowers all my senses, for the sweet kiss 
of my shepherd opens my heart to joy. Plant, 
shepherd, plant a bower sacred to Bacchus and^the 
God of Love ; I will plant roses beside thy vines, 
and in thy arms I will return thanks to Cupid for 
my raptures." 

Thus the goblei passed round the table, and iar 
.creased the mirth and the joy of the company. 
Each ia turn sang a merry or amorous strain. A 
.wanton youth thus begao : " I had nearly become 
enamored of thee* thou ooy, ill^natmod makko ! 
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Thou oiayst be coy, tiipu mayst be iii-oatured, but 
tiight not, maiden, the tender passion. Thou mayat 
shun me, since I saw thee drawing water from the 
deep well for thy sheep, when stooping Jow with 
thy bucket I saw, poor maiden ! I saw — what I wiU 
iiot mention.'' 

A young, delicate maiden, witiia Toice sweet as 
the young lark, «ang ; ** I will not love-^so I always 
say. If I see the birds billing on the boughs, I al«> 
ways say : * I will not Jove.' If I see the ^epherd^ 
the sun-burnt shepherd, I say : ^ Shepherd ! I wiM 
jnot love.' Ah .V tell me, ye maidens, who know 
what 'tis to lave, have I aught to fear, though 
I always sigh when 1 say : ' Thou sun-burnt shep- 
herd I I will not love ?" 

The goblet had now come to Damon. " Da- 
mon 1" cried all the maidens and all the youths, 
,** thou must play to thy song I Where is thy lyre ?^ 
" I cannot — cannot play ; £ will sing without the 
iyte," said he ; but a smiling damsel placed the 
iyre on his arm. All the maidens and swains clap- 
ped their hands and cried : " thou must, indeed 
thou must play," He took the lyre, and rose from 
his seat. All was mute attention; not a ribbon 
cr the leaf of a garland nistled, and he thus began, 
jdoging to the notes of the lyre : 

*f Ye youths and maidens; resign yourselves 
to the soft influence of love and wine, that your 
hearts may throb with rapture, that joy may 
sparkle in your eyes and smile on your glowing 
cheeks 1 For, believe me, ye swains ! I beheld Bac- 
chus, the jovial, the youthful Bacchus, reclining 
,Jialf covered by the shade in yon verdant bower : 
.he lay atretched on a full vine-skin^ fanned by the 
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waving branches. Cupid leaned vrith one ann on 
the knee of the smiling Grod, while with the other 
he entwined a garland of vine-tendrils round his 
own brows. Inebriated Fauns frolicked around 
the bower and danced with the nymphs ; stooping, 
they lifted the struggling nymphs in their arms, 
and kissed their heaving bosoms. ' Cupid !' said 
Bacchus, ^ O Cupid ! without thee wine possesses no 
cheering influence. How empty, how gloomy is 
the heart that does not throb with love 1 £ven nec- 
tar, nectar itself without thee is tasteless and insi- 
pid. Never, never, O Cupid 1 suffer the sacred 
flame to expire in my bo«om ! Tisonly when I love 
that I feel that I am Bacchus, the god of wine and 
of joy.' ' Bacchus,' said Cupid, ' O Bacchus t 
what do I not owe to thee! Thou inspirest the 
timid with courage ; thou revivest the passion that 
was expiring. Even on the hoary sage, as he drains 
thy potent bowl, love smiles like the departing sun 
amid the mild radiance of evening. Tis thou that 
heightenest every joy, 'tis thou that givest transport 
to the amorous kiss. Yes, 'tis only when I drink, 
that I feel that I am Cupid, the God of rapture and 
of love.!' Thus spoke the Gods. 

^^ Ye youths and maidens, resign yourselves to 
the soft influence of love and wine ; that your hearts 
may throb with rapture, that joy may sparkle in 
your eyes and smile on your glowing cheeks." 

Thus sang the youth, and drained the foaming 
goblet. The swains and the maidens sat long after 
he had finished, absorbed in silent attention. They 
uported and sang and drank and kissed, till the 
inoon had ascended high in the heavens: when 
leaving the bower they led Daphnis and Phillis to 
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The youths and maidens conduct the lovers to the nuptial chamber. 

the nuptial chamber^ dancings singing and playing 
like Bacchanals in the vineyards. *' O Hymen f* 
they sang, " sweet God of marriage ! O Hymen !" 
The Dryads repeated the harmonious sounds in 
their bowers, and the nightingales sang' hymeueals 
from the surrounding sprays. 



END OF VOL. I. 
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